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The man rolled his shoulders as the elevator descended to the first floor. The tile below his feet was gold with 
very intricate patterns, the color was also present on the doors and the banister he was leaning against too. 
The walls were a soft mahogany, and the sound of soft classical music echoed around the small area. A soft 
ding penetrated the smooth notes of the many violins and the doors slid open smoothly, revealing an elegant 
lobby; he nodded and winked at the young girl at the front desk, her blush making him smirk internally. If only 


she knew.. 


It wasn't uncommon for his "dates" to bring him to such a fancy hotel, flaunting their wealth in their haughty 
attempts to impress him, but he was sure that telling them that they were just like everyone else wouldn't 
sit too well with their egos. The cool night air felt good on his skin as he walked over to the limo that was 
waiting for him. He nodded to his driver in greeting as the man opened the door for him, and he easily slid into 


the backseat. 

It was just another night in Bruce Dickinson's life as one of the most sought after rent-boys in all of London, 
and even England in its entirety - judging by the many flights he made around the country to different clients 
he would definitely say so. 

Bruce snapped to attention when he felt a hand shaking his shoulder. 

"We're here, sir." 

Bruce shook his head to clear his mind, he hadn't even realized that he had dozed off. 

"Thanks Chris," he tossed behind him as he climbed out of the limousine. 

He buzzed in on the ground floor, saluting the night attendant who acknowledged him with a slight incline of his 
head before turning back to his magazine. He approached the private glass elevator and swiped his identification 
card and punched in the proper pin number to call the car down. The ride up to the penthouse was a short 


one, and before he knew it he was looking into the large area of the living room. 


He smiled and offered a small wave to the other two inhabitants of the penthouse as he crossed over to his 


bedroom. 
"Long night?" Kirk asked, reaching into Kai's popcorn bowl despite the redhead's protests. 
"Yeah. I'm gonna call it a night. See you gents in the morning.” 


"Goodnight, gorgeous." Kai winked while jabbing a foot into Kirk's side in retaliation - the yelp he received making 


Bruce chuckle. 


Kirk and Kai's presence was a major comfort to him. Before they arrived from the States and Germany, 
respectively, he had the entire place to himself and the silence that greeted him every night he returned from 


a date was eerie and somewhat mocking. Both men were as valuable to the trade as he was, which was why 


they were moved into the second and their bedrooms of one of the best penthouses in the whole city - 
Dennis always made sure that his best boys had the best of comforts at their fingertips. They were as 
outrageous and outgoing as he was, though Kai was an audacious flirt and Kirk had a nurturing sense about 
him and he practically played the role of mother hen amongst them - he didn't know quite where he fit in 
their little trio but he never dwelled too much on it. 


A soft grin crossed his face as he closed his bedroom door, the view never ceased to catch his breath; the 
only real wall in the room was present because of the door, but the other sides consisted of a small half-wall 
and the rest was pure window. To counteract the bright and sometimes harsh rays of the sun in the morning 


his bed was decked out with a canopy that had movable black curtains. 


Having already taken a shower at the hotel (ah, the benefits of being pampered by the rich), he quickly 
stripped down to his silk briefs and slid under the soft sheets of the king sized bed and was able to doze off in 


a matter of minutes. 


One 
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Bruce woke up to the sight of the city of London in all its early morning glory. Stretching, he slid out of bed - 
clad only in his underwear - and headed for the kitchen. He set to work on brewing some tea and coffee, pulling 
out random ingredients for French toast, eggs, bacon, and sausage before getting to work on breakfast. On 
most days they had only enough time for a quick cup of whatever they preferred and something portable like 
a bagel before they were called upon for a date, but for the most part they were treated to breakfast by 


whomever they were with; Sundays, though, were strictly for them. No dates. No obligations. Just relaxation 
It didn't take long before the different smells from his work around the stove dragged the other two out of 
bed. Kirk made a beeline for the kettle while Kai had his eyes set on nothing but the coffee. After adding sugar 


to his mug, Kai walked over and peeked over Bruce's shoulder, his eyes lighting up when he saw Bruce put the 
last of the French toast on a platter. 


"Is that what | think it is?" Kai asked excitedly. 

"Yes. Don't eat it all from us like you did last time." Bruce rolled his eyes. 

Kai pouted and slinked away from the kitchen area and into the dining area where Kirk was seated going 
through his phone. Bruce came over with the platter of French toast and the plate of eggs, sitting them both 
down before going back for the remaining plates of food. The room was filled with different scraping sounds 


and requests to pass a certain dish over before everyone was settled in to eat. 


Kirk was eyeing his phone again, his brow furrowing as he addressed his friend. "Bruce, Dennis just messaged 


me. He said he's been trying to get a hold of you for the last half hour or so." 
Bruce frowned, halfway tucked into his meal. "On a Sunday?" 
Kirk shrugged. "He said it was important." 


"Well, it's going to have to wait until | finish eating." Bruce pursed his lips. "And dammit Kai hand it over you 
pig!" 


Kai, who had already devoured over half of their supply of French toast, begrudgingly handed the platter over 


to Bruce, who glared at him as he picked up a couple of pieces of what was left. 

Bruce paced the room as he waited for Dennis to pick up the phone. 

"Stratton" 

"You wanted me?" 

"Bruce! | need you tonight" 

Bruce scowled. "Dennis-" 

"Listen, | know that Sunday is usually your day, but this is just someone that just can't be passed up. And he 
wants you in particular. If you do this for me I'll give you the entire weekend off next week. Friday through 
Sunday." 

Friday through Sunday? Hmm, this guy must be something. “Fine, but make it the weekend after next 

"Big plans?" 

Bruce grinned. "| had been hoping to bribe you around that time so | could head out to Wacken" 


"Weekend after next it is. Meet him at the Pestana Chelsea Bridge Hotel, room 212. Chris will be there to pick 
you up at 6:30 pm. sharp." 


Bruce quickly scribbled down the info on the pad he kept on his bedside table. "Name?" 

"He chose to keep his name out of it. You'll have to ask yourself should he choose to tell you." 
Bruce sighed and nodded. "Fine. Bye." 

"Bye, and have a very nice time." 


Bruce frowned when he heard the dial tone, have a very nice time? He shrugged and pulled on a pair of pajama 


bottoms before going back out to the living room. 
Kai whistled at Bruce when he headed to the door. "Look at you! Are you sure | cannot order you?" 


Bruce rolled his eyes for what seemed to be the hundredth time today. "No, you can't" 


"You do look really nice Bruce." Kirk complemented. 


What he wore was simple, but flattering. He donned tight black jeans, dress shoes, and a cream colored dress 
shirt with the first couple of buttons undone, revealing a good bit of his chest; a Rolex watch was on his left 
wrist and a simple silver necklace rested gently on his chest hair. He decided to keep his hair down, the soft, 

brown locks framing his face. “Thanks. I'll be back later." 


He noticed that the hall of the top floor was deserted as he exited the elevator. 
Lets see. 209 210. 2I Ah, 22 


He rapped gently on the door, and just a few beats later the door opened cautiously and a hand waved him in. 
He slide inside, taking in the simple but elegant room. A large bed on one side, a very large desk that housed a 
TV on the right edge on the opposite side of the room. A divan was stationed just beside the large window 
overlooking the rapidly darkening city below and the bathroom was just left of the entrance door. 


Once he was inside, the door closed quietly behind him and he turned to face his date for the night. He fought 
down the surprise he felt when he got a good look at the guy. It was very rare for him to be called on by 
someone he considered this attractive. Sure, there were a lot of handsome guys he would provide his company 
to, but for someone to catch his eye was a shot in the dark. The guy was only a few inches taller than him 
with a slim, athletic build that was encased in tight jeans and a simple white shirt. His hair was a mass of 
brown, unruly curls and he had nervous, dark brown eyes that were shyly fixed on the floor more often than 


they were on him. 


Hmm, this was going to be a very interesting night. 


Two 
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Bruce stood there, scrutinizing the man, it was sort of fun to watch him squirm in his gaze. They both knew 
why he was there, but it seemed that he was a very shy one. 


"So." The guy scratched the back of his head. 


Bruce chuckled and shook his head. He turned away from the guy and walked over to the divan, his eyes on 
the city. "It's a nice view." 


He heard the man shuffling around before he appeared next to him, a glass of red wine in both hands. Bruce 


thanked him as he handed one over to him and sat next to him. 

"Yeah. It's great for clearing my mind." 

"And the wine isn't?" Bruce smirked. 

The man blushed. "Yeah." 

"There's a much better angle on the other side of town" Bruce took a sip of his wine. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. You seem surprised. You've never been to the other side?" Bruce eyed him skeptically. 

‘Of course, but we're never in town that long to really take anything in. You live on the other end?" 

Bruce nodded. "Most of the walls are glass in my room. If you think this is nice the early mornings are 
spectacular. You say you're never around here for long, you travel on business?" Somehow, he couldn't picture 


this guy in business attire. 


"You could say that. And a glass room?" 


"| live in a penthouse." 

The man's brows raised. 

"What can | say," Bruce shrugged. "My line of work pays." 
His date's face flushed again. "Oh." 


Bruce sighed and sat his half empty glass of wine on a table nearby. He eased the glass out of his date's hand 
and sat it next to his. "Speaking of which." His hand slowly caressed the man's inner thigh. He brushed his 


client's hair off his shoulder and leaned forward, nuzzling just under the guy's ear. 
"What's your name, sweetheart?" he breathed, nibbling on the lobe. 
"S-Steve." The man panted. 


He grinned when he felt him shudder, pulling back to look at him. His date was eyeing the floor bashfully and he 
looked rather flustered. He was just too adorable for his own good. He cupped his date's cheek and encouraged 
him to face him and Bruce broke one of the biggest rules he'd established when he first started as a rent boy 
-- he kissed him. 


Ever sit beside a roaring fire on an autumn night while drinking some nice cider? The warmth that runs 


through your body relaxing you as the wind blew on outside creating a tranquil feeling like no other? 


That's kind of how Bruce felt when their lips met. An electric shock flowed through him, settling into a warmth 
at the bottom of his stomach, causing his member to stir. Bruce parted his lips, inviting Steve inside. And he 
didn't disappoint, his tongue stroking the contours of Bruce's mouth -- gone was the almost excruciatingly shy 
boy, and in his place sat a man long starved. Steve clutched Bruce's hips, Bruce climbing eagerly into his lap 
when Steve pulled him to him. 


Bruce whimpered, the embers inside of his body was stoked into a wild fire when their jean-clad bulges 

brushed together. Steve grunted, standing up from the couch and hauling Bruce up, the strength now evident 
in the sinewy form as Bruce wrapped his legs around him. Steve carried them to the plush bed, dumping him 
on it; a feral grin tugged at his lips and he pounced, drinking from Bruce's lips as if he were afraid that Bruce 


would disappear. 


Clothes flung this way and that, landing half-hazardly on the carpet below - Bruce unclasping his watch and 
setting it on the bedside table. Bruce groaned loudly when he felt their cocks brush together, he couldn't 
remember the last time he had been so aroused. Steve tore away from him, his lips planted soft kisses along 
Bruce's jaw and neck, stirring gentle sounds from him. Steve hands dragged through the hair on his body, his 
mouth nipping at his sides as he trailed further down. 


Bruce jumped and froze when he felt Steve blow on the tip of his arousal. 


Steve paused, "Did.did | do something wrong?" 

"W-what are you doing?" 

The shyness had returned full force as the blush stained his face again. "Isn't it obvious?" 

Oh." 

‘In your ‘line of work' I'd expect you to know what this is." 

"lm not used to it being done for me." 

"Well, | can try, but it's uh.its my first time doing this so don't expect perfection" 

Bruce bit his lip and settled back onto the pillows, somewhat cautious. Who was he to turn down a blowjob? 

He gasped when Steve gave the tip a hesitant lick A few more swipes of the tongue and the head was engulfed 
into the wet heat of his mouth. What he lacked in actual skill he made up for in enthusiasm, his calloused hand 
wanking what he couldn't reach. He was teetering on the brink of an orgasm when Steve pulled away - his jaw 
starting to ache; a whine left his mouth as he tried to tug Steve pack to him. 

Steve chuckled, climbing up and reaching for the stand next to the bed, retrieving the tube of lube that was 
lying on the surface. How had he missed that? He didn't have much time to ponder it since Steve's lips were 
now attached to his own in a searing kiss. When they broke the kiss, Steve gave him a rather sheepish smile. 
"| have no idea what l'm doing here." he admitted. 

Bruce smiled back, nicking the tube from Steve's hand. Bruce shimmied away from him, coming up on his knees. 
Twisting off the cap, he squeezed a good bit on his fingers before tossing it back over to the stand. He spread 
his legs and braced himself on his left hand while the right trailed down to his arse. He gasped as he circled 
the ring with the tip of his middle finger before pushing it inside of himself. 

Steve, now on his knees just behind Bruce, watched transfixed as Bruce prepared himself in the most lewd way 
possible. He gripped the base of his length when Bruce added another finger, it was the only way to keep 


himself from coming on the spot when Bruce started to rock back and forth to meet the digits. 


Deciding he was prepped enough, he pulled his fingers away and glanced back at Steve, eyes hooded. "You can do 


your thing now." 


Steve lightly pushed him over on his back and climbed between his legs. He wrapped a hand around his member 


and positioned himself at Bruce's entrance. 


Bruce gripped the backs of his knees, exposing himself to Steve even further. "You do know what you're doing 
from here right?" 


"Umm." Red stained Steve's cheeks. 

Bruce heaved a tolerant sigh. "You've been with a woman right?" 

Steve nodded 

"Hts not all that different. Just be a bit more careful when you enter." 


Another nod, and Steve was pushing forward, the head of his member breaching the tight ring of muscle. 
Bruce winced at the slight burn he hadn't felt in a long time, Steve was bigger than he had initially thought. 


Once he was sheathed inside Bruce, he gave him a few moments to adjust before his thick thighs enclosed 
around his waist. His movements were tentative at first, but as he got lost in tightest heat he had ever felt 
before. Bruce moaned, he hadn't felt genuine pleasure like this in forever. Stars flashed in his vision as an 


explosion of that pleasure caught him off-guard. 


Steve had felt the little bump inside of him, and the choked sound he got in response made him curious. 
Keeping the angle, he sped up, his thrusts became jabs as the sound Bruce made chipped away at the last bit 
of control he had; the headboard of the bed thumping steadily against the wall. 


Bruce's mind was in a daze as his shouts became embarrassingly loud, his hands clutching at Steve as his arm 
circled over Steve's shoulders while the hand on the other found a home in his auburn curls. The closer he 
got to finishing, the higher his cries became - anyone nearby would probably mistake him for a bird, but as 


each wave of pleasure drowned him in ecstasy, he figured that he could care less. 

When Steve wrapped a hand around his cock he was done for, his eyes rolling into the back of his head as his 
seed splashed between their bodies and coated Steve's hand. He barely registered Steve's guttural grunt as he 
came to his own completion, and he felt a warmth spill inside him, breaking another one of Bruce's rules - no 

condom, no sex. 

Steve slid out of him gently, pulling him into his arms as errant spasms still got the best of him. 


"F-fuck." Bruce shivered. 


Steve let out a breathless chuckle. "Yeah." 


Three 
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He was bombarded by Kirk as soon as he exited the elevator the next morning. 

"Where the hell have you been? We've both been calling and messaging you since last night!" 

Bruce at least had the decency to blush. "I, uh, l." he stuttered, scratching the back of his head. 

Kirk crossed his arms and glared, making Bruce feel even more uncomfortable. Luckily, Kai came to his rescue. 


"Is fine now. He made it back and is safe," Kai reassured. "But let us not have a repeat of that. Was worried 


about you." 
‘lm sorry, | just..really lost track of the time." 
"That good, huh?" Kai smirked. 


Bruce flushed even more, muttering to himself as he eased past his two best friends. He'd definitely lost track 
of time; he and Steve had had two more rounds between the sheets last night, and once more in the shower 

this morning before Steve had to leave for his flight -- and each time had been even more amazing than the 
last. He would be surprised if he was ever allowed back into that hotel again, if there was anyone around they 


would have had some serious complaints about the noise. 


He quickly undressed, climbing into bed for a quick nap before his other dates for the day. 


NINN NIN INN NNA 


Bruce frowned as he scrubbed himself clean under the warm spray of his shower; this was getting way out of 
hand. He hadn't been able to keep Steve out of his mind the whole week. And tonight ended like many nights 
beforehand, he was achieving some great orgasms with his clientele now, and being believably more vocal 
during intercourse offered a hell of a lot more in tips from those dates; though he'd be lying if he said it was 
the dates themselves that was able to send him over time and again. He couldn't complain too much; he'd have 
more than enough cash to splurge on his odd - well, more odd to Kirk and Kai than himself - obsession with 


model airplanes and rare aircraft manuals. He never denied being a bit on the nerdy end of the spectrum. 


Speaking of Kai and Kirk, the two men had been badgering him incessantly since he uncharacteristically came 
back home that morning. Being mum about it didn't help his cause at all, but until he found out exactly how he 
felt about what happened, he wouldn't be able to accurately voice it to them. Something like this had never 
happened to him before, and he was finding it hard to process it all and what it meant. It was a lay, a wickedly 
good lay at that, but there was no attachments to be made, it was one of the reasons why he became a rent 


boy in the first place -- sex with less emotions, more of a payoffs. 
When he go out of the shower he was surprised to see Kai sitting on his bed, staring out at the night sky. 
"Something wrong, mate?" he asked, concerned. 


"No. But | could ask you same thing." Kai shook his head. "| am not as good as this as Kirk, but you have been 
occupied all this week. Did something happen Sunday?" 


"| don't exactly know, Kai." Bruce, clad only in his towel, plopped down next to his friend. "I don't even know 


where to begin" 
"Start with what happened when you left here." Kai suggested. 


It was the standard meet-up at the hotel” Bruce pursed his lips in thought. "But this one could hardly look me 
in the eye at first. You know we have the blokes that try to play coy, but it's all just an act in the end; with 
this one though, it radiated off of him too much to be just pretend. He was barely able to say two words to 


me. 
"Was a really shy one. Rare." Kai grinned. 

"You're telling me. So, after a glass of liquid courage and me coping a feel, he looked like he was torn between 
jumping my bones and bolting out the door." Bruce smiled at the rich laughter he got from his friend. "But 
what happened next though," he let out a short breath, "what happened next surprised even me." 

"Well..2" Kai prodded. 

"| kissed him." 

Kai's jaw dropped comically. "You what?" 

"I kissed him. And he..changed after that. Every so often | saw him revert to that shy, soft-spoken man, but 
for the most part he was something else entirely. | don't think I've ever enjoyed myself as | did when | was 


with him that night" He let out a half-chuckle. "Or the following morning.’ 


"So is why you did not get back until then" Kai smirked. "Is nothing to be confused about. He introduced you to 
a pleasure that you had not experienced prior to that. Was the same way when | first started out. It should 


pass very soon” Kai gave his shoulder a firm, supportive squeeze. "Now | must prepare for my final date 


tonight. Good rest" 
"Good night" Bruce tossed behind him absently. # should pass very soon 


He sure hoped so; imagining Steve in his clients' place was bound to end badly if he completely lost his grip on 
reality and said some things he shouldn't while he was with other dates. 


Four 
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Bruce was pleasantly surprised at how much energy the crowd still had even after the number bands that 
had already performed. His and Kirk's favorite bands had already played their sets for the day, and all that 
was left was Kai's, and ironically enough, it happened to be the last band on the bill. Only the severe pout on 
the redhead's face made him stay put for the duration of the other performances, that and he found that 
there were genuinely some good acts here this year. Being at the front on the right hand side didn't hurt 
either. 


The week had passed by so fast it was all one big blur of dates and anticipation for this night. Like Kai had told 
him, his little obsession with the shy man, Steve, had pretty much tucked itself into the dark recesses of his 
mind and he hadn't thought about him once since he'd began preparations on Monday for their trip to Wacken, 


The lights dimmed and the spotlights began to move actively, the crowd - Kai included and bloody hell did it do 


terrible things to his left ear - went berserk as an eerie, automated voice flowed over the crowd. 


"Woe fo you, oh earth and sea 

For the Devil sends the beast with wrath 
Because he knows the time is short 

Let him who hath understanding 

Reckon the number of the beast 

For it is a human number 


its number is six hundred and sixty-six." 

Bruce's eyes eagerly swept the stage excitedly, now very curious to see the members of the band. When the 
singer made his presence known in the actual intro of the song, he could see men scrambling around to get 
into their positions on stage. Suddenly, the stage was bathed in light and it was like a bomb going off, the band 
and the crowd alike were whipped into a frenzy. 

"Who is this again?" Bruce shouted over to Kai. 


"Iron Maiden! Wooooo!" 


Bruce turned back to the stage and froze in place. 


W-what the fuck?! 


Up on stage, just a little off the center to the left of the singer..was Steve. His Steve! Well, not his Steve, 
but..oh forget it! The fact of the matter was the man who had opened up a whole new world of carnal 
pleasures to him was currently rocking the crowd with his fast-paced bass playing as part of what looked to 
be a very popular band with the heavy metal fans. On that stage now was the wild beast of a man that Steve 
had turned into after that initial kiss that seemed such short time ago. 


Bruce stood, frozen in place, through what he gathered was most of the set; he didn't know how he managed 
to go without questioning from either man beside him. Just as he was about to make some sort of excuse to 
slip out of the crowd, the bassist's eyes scanned the crowd in front of them until they caught on to Bruce's. 
He watched in mild horror as Steve's eyes narrowed then widened slightly in recognition. Yeah, this was a good 
time to make a break for it, but Kai threw an arm over his shoulder and pulled him close as he sang along 
with everyone else; this time when Steve's eyes squinted, it was a mixture of something he couldn't quite 
identify. 

Kai and Kirk struggled to keep up with Bruce as he tried to meander through the crowd. 

"Bruce! Hold on!" Kirk panted as he tried to follow as best he could. 


Kai easily passed him and caught up to Bruce, grabbing his arm in an attempt to pull him to a stop. Kirk 
quickly caught on and grabbed his other arm, but men able to slow him down to an eventual halt. 


"What is wrong, Bruce?" Kai asked. 
Even with the bustling of people around him, Bruce kept his voice down. “It was him. It i him!" 
"Uh..Bruce? You're gonna have to be a little more specific than that." Kirk pursed his lips. 


Bruce threw his hands up in the air in exasperation. "The bloke you wouldn't let up on knowing about! He's here! 


Now can we please leave?" 

"He was in the crowd?" 

"No, Kai. He was looking info the crowd." 
Both of his friends gasped. 


"He was in one of the bands?" Kirk inquired. 


"What is his name?" Kai pressed. 
"What band was he in?" 
"You are pulling our legs, aren't you?" Kai pouted. 


"IIl explain in the car. As soon as we get-" Bruce turned to the burly man who tapped his shoulder. "Oh, we 


were just leaving.." 
The security guard shook his head. "I was sent to come get you," his accent was even thicker than Kai's. 
"Huh?" Bruce looked over his shoulder at his friends, who was staring at the exchange with wide eyes. "Uh." 


Kirk snapped out of his trance faster than Kai, and stepped up beside Bruce, his protective side coming out 


immediately. "There's no way he's going anywhere without us. We're not leaving him alone in a strange place." 
| know where we are.” Kai scowled. 

"But he doesn't!" Kirk snapped back. 

"Look, all | know is that was sent to get him." The guard sighed. 

"Well, tell whomever it is that he doesn't go anywhere without us." Kirk replied. 


He was usually a bit annoyed when Kirk got like this, but right now Bruce couldn't be more thankful; he had a 


feeling he knew who sent for him. 
"We will take full responsibility." Kai assured. 


The security guard relented. "Fine. Just follow me." 


Five 
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Bruce felt a knot of apprehension settle in his stomach the closer they got backstage. People were bustling 
around, musicians were getting ready to head out for the night, just the general pandemonium. While he was 


feeling as if he would bolt any second now, his two best friends were over the moon excited. 


"I just saw the guys from Metallica! James looks even better off-stage!" Kirk practically squealed in his ear. 
"Do you think he swings our way? Oh, it doesn't matter! If he doesn't | could change his mind" 


Kai didn't say anything, he just eyed a few nice leather and spandex clad arses on the way and let out a quite 


whistle each time. 

Bruce couldn't help but chuckle at their antics. The two of them continued to look around in wonder as they 
followed the security guard through several twists and turns - the halls getting quieter and quieter as they 
walked - before stopping in front of a door. The guard went to knock on the door, but it opened before he 
approached it. A man they recognized as the singer came out first, followed by four blondes - three were 


huddled together and the fourth was laughing very loudly, and finally, a nest of brown curls popped out from 


behind the door, the owner's expression pensive. 

It was the loud blonde with the flat nose that caught sight of them first. "Oi! Whadda we ‘ave ‘ere, mm?" 

Kai, ever the people-lover and enthusiastic fan, stepped up first, sticking his hand out. "Hello! My name is Kail" 
Everyone laughed as the tall blonde shook Kai's hand, and subsequently, shook Kai himself. 

"The name's Nicko me boy!" 

"I know!" Kai backed away, practically bouncing in place. 

"You'll have to excuse him," said Kirk. "He's a big fan of the band. I'm Kirk, and this is Bruce." He waved a hand 


over to his friend, and if looks could kill he would have been dead on the spot as the others turned their 


attention to Bruce. 


"Nice to meet you," he muttered. 

"A fellow Englishman, eh? Nice to me ya, Bruce. Kirk" Nicko stepped forward and shook their hands, the other 
members of the band - excluding the singer, who just nodded at them - shook hands with them too and 
introduced themselves. 


"So, what are you doing back here? | don't see backstage passes on either one of you." he said. 


"You'll have to excuse, Bayley here. He's knackered and moody. We were just headed to the hotel" Dave 


apologized. 


"Well, let us get out of your hair then" Bruce rushed, nearly shrinking under Steve's gaze. "Lord knows how 


busy you must be" 


Nicko clapped, his large hands making the noise sounding like thunder. "Nonsense! While he's headed up for a kip 
the rest of us are going to the 'otel bar for a couple of pints. We could use some fresh blood, wot say you?" 


Bruce looked back to see if the guard was there, and somehow the huge man disappeared without him knowing. 
"Well, uh-" He turned back to see his friends looking at him in askance. Kai was hitting him hard with the puppy 
eyes. He flicked his eyes over to the left to see Steve gazing at him in question as well. "Fine." 

He knew that if they weren't in the presence of the band Kai would most likely have kissed him on the lips; he 
looked so happy. And as the group surged forth to the exit, he felt a hand wrap around his forearm; he 
watched as the others went through the door, Kirk stopping in the doorway to wait for him. 

"He'll be fine. We'll catch up with you in a few moments." Steve's voice was quiet, but it carried, 

Kirk's eyes widened in realization and he winked at Bruce before scurrying after the rest. 

Steve waited a few minutes, glancing down the hall both ways before dropping his bag and pushing Bruce up 
against the wall. Bruce started to protest when Steve's lips crashed against his own, the sparks long missed 
shooting through him and the fact that they could get caught at any moment causing his blood to boil. So 
despite his better judgment, he kissed back, his hands cupping Steve's face as arms wound around his waist. 
By the time they pulled away for air, they were both highly aroused. 

"Steve-" 

"Bloody hell, I've been thinking about that for weeks.” Steve panted, capturing his lips again. 

Bruce whimpered, pressing harder against Steve. Kai had lied to him, it should pass his arse; the fire was just 


as all-consuming as had been that night back in London. To his great dismay, Steve parted from him and picked 
his bag back up. 


"What" 


"They're waiting for us, Bruce." Steve gave him a small, almost timid smile though his eyes were blazing with 


intensity. 


Bruce hoped he could gather his wits before they got to the hotel the bands were staying at. His rationale was 


already severely weakened after those two kisses. 


Six 
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They got a few odd looks when they were the last to get onto the bus, yet no one said anything -- but by 
the smug looks on Kirk's and Kai's faces, they had a mild sense of what happened between them. Nicko pulled 
Steve over to the seat next to him and Bruce took a place in the back between his friends. 


"You slut How come you didn’t tell us it was him sooner?" Kirk pouted. 

"Confidentiality. And besides, | didn't think | would see him again and | didn't know who he was." Bruce whispered. 
"Is so exciting!" Kai gushed. "Drinks! With my favorite band!" 

The ride to the hotel was a short one, and before they knew it they were filing into the dimly lit bar. Despite 
what Dave had said, Bayley accompanied them into the semi-packed place and sat down for a few drinks 
himself. Kirk and Kai pushed and shoved so that Bruce and Steve sat next to each other at the long table, 


Bayley was on Steve's other side and Kirk was on Bruce's other side, Kai was across from Bruce and sat next 
to Nicko, who was across from Steve and the blonde trio took up the end of the table. 


Bruce glared as Kai and Kirk shared glances and smirked at him as a waitress came over to take their order. 
Even worse, it was very apparent that the waitress was flirting over the top with Steve, batting her 
eyelashes and casting small smiles his way as she jotted each order down; Bruce felt the sudden urge to rip 
out that curly blonde hair. 


That just seemed to amuse his friends even further. He should consider getting new ones. 


The conversation began to pick up, questions mostly directed at Kirk, Kai, and himself. The alcohol was flowing 
and laughs were shared amongst the group, and then came the million dollar question. 


"So, what do you three do exactly?" 
Damn that Bayley. 


Steve fidgeted rather nervously in his seat, he may not be all too sure if the other two did the same thing, 


but he knew from personal experience what Bruce did for a living. 


"| wouldn't call it public relations exactly, but we work with lots of people. Its your average, boring job. Not 
much to talk about really." Kirk answered smoothly. 


"Mm. And you all work together?" 
Shut. The. Fuck. Up. Bayley. 


Kai nodded, continuing on with what Kirk said. "Correct. ls how we met. Would not call it boring exactly, but | do 
agree is not much to speak about" 


Bruce stared at his mug and tried not to look up at Steve or any of the band members, afraid that the truth 
would show in his eyes. He's never felt ashamed of his job before, but when they felt the need to blatantly 
hide it to avoid being social pariahs, it irked him. He took a risk and glanced around and all seemed well with the 
others, though Nicko shoot a curious glance between him and Steve. Did he know anything? 


"And the boss man decides to let you all off at the same time? Nice bloke." 


Bruce ground his teeth together. "Though it may seem impossible to someone in your position, there is some 


flexibility in our schedules even if we have a boss." 


He saw something flash in Bayley's eyes before he patted the air in mock surrender. "I didn't mean anything by 
it" 


"Bullshite." Bruce muttered under his breath, the chuckle from Steve and Kirk letting him know they heard him. 
He took a big gulp from his mug. 


For the next few hours the topics stayed mild, although Bayley's passive aggressive remarks were steadily 
grating on Bruce's nerves. Oddly enough, most, if not all, was thrown his way. What was this bloke's problem? 
He was on his third pint of the night, he didn't trust himself to get pissed with Bayley already scrutinizing his 
every move and the way Kirk and Kai were tossing them back they were going to be completely useless by 


the end of the night. He sat there and brooded while the other two effortlessly mingled with the band. 


He nearly sprang from his seat when he a warm hand on his thigh; it was on his right side, and Kirk was on 


his left, so that meant.. 


He almost choked on his beer when the hand moved further up his leg and dipped onto his inner thigh. ‘Shite’ 
he thought as his body began to react when the hand gave his thigh a good squeeze, he had a thing for a 
firm grip. 


Bruce cautiously glanced over at Steve to see that he was talking animatedly to Nicko -- the alcohol making 
him much more talkative, and a hell of a lot braver as he acted like nothing was going on under the table. He 


fought down a moan as the hand was kneading his groin unabashedly now. Again, the shy boy was tossed right 


out the fucking window. 


Kirk looked at him with some concern and leaned over to him. "ls something wrong, Bruce? You look a bit 


flushed." 


"l-Im fine, Kirk" His friend gave him an unbelieving look through slightly bleary eyes. "Really. Though it does 


feel a bit warm in here." 


Kirk seemed to accept that answer and turned back to something Kai was saying to the others. At the end of 
another hour, Bruce was at the end of his rope; his arousal was incessantly making its presence known, each 
throb driving him insane. He nearly fainted with relief when Bayley yawned and stood, possibly signalling an end 
to their time at the bar. 


Its about time to call it a night. I'll see you in the morning." He pushed his chair in and headed for the door. 
"He ‘as the right idea. You gonna be ‘ere tomorrow?" Nicko asked them. 
The three friends nodded. 


"Yeah. We ssshould be heading out oursshelves," Kirk slurred. "It'ss getting late and we gotta hail a cab to our 


hotel." 


Nicko waved a giant hand at them. "Nonsense! I'll ‘ave none of that! One of yous can kip on the couch in me 


room.” 
"The one in mine is available too." Janick offered. 


By the look in Steve's eyes, Bruce wasn't going to fill either one of those vacancies. "Same here," he said. And 
he wasn't sleeping on a couch either, he probably wasn't going to get much in the way of sleep at all. Kai 
agreed to stay at Nicko's and Kirk tagged along with Janick as they all settled their individual tabs and got up 
to go. 


The band was staying on the top floor to avoid any straggling fans - they all laughed at Kai's expense at that 
- and were spread all across the floor. Dave and Adrian were the first to part ways, sharing a double not far 
from the elevator, Janick and Kirk breaking off about halfway down with a goodnight to the remaining group. 
Nicko and Kai were up next, Kai giving him a wink and a smirk before wiggling his fingers in a taunting wave at 
Bruce before following the blonde into the room. 


The silence was deafening as they arrived at Steve's room at the end of the hall, the sound of the key swiping 
seemed to be the loudest noise he'd ever heard. Steve kept his eyes fixed on the ground as he pushed the 
door open and waved Bruce in. He didn't have much time to look around the room before the sound of the lock 
clicked and his back was shoved against the door, a warm body pressing into him as warm lips covered his 


own. 


Seven 
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Bruce felt as if he was drowning. He was lying on his back with Steve's weight on top of him, the evidence of 
his excitement brushing against his him, leaving a trail of precome on his thigh. The room spun slightly when 
Steve crawled off of him, going to his bag and fishing through its contents, pulling out a small bottle of lube. 


He flopped down beside Bruce and popped the top, drizzling the cool liquid down his arousal before closing it and 
dropping it on the bedside table. He lifted a thick brown in question as he stroked himself, the look in his eyes 
smoldering as he coated himself with the thick substance; Bruce didn't need to be told twice. 


He hauled himself up and straddled Steve's hips, reaching back to grab his member, giving it a few pumps 
before positioning it at his entrance. He looked down at Steve, the calloused hands that were now on his hips 
giving him a quick squeeze of encouragement; he closed his eyes and sunk down, gasping as the head breached 
him. He slowly rose and fell until Steve was buried to the hilt inside of him, leaning forward to hide his face 


against Steve's neck; arms wrapped around him, rubbing up and down his back gently. 


When he could wait no longer he began to move, pulling himself up halfway, only to drop back down with force. 
It didn't take long before their pace increased, sweat accumulating between their bodies as they lost 
themselves in the pleasure. The headboard of the bed thumped lightly against the wall, Bruce burrowing closer 
to Steve and biting his lip to keep himself quiet, failing as soft gasps and moans fell from his lips. Steve's arms 
closing around him and he planted his feet flat on the bed, his hips thrusting up to meet each plunge Bruce 
took down He bit Steve's shoulder to keep from crying out his name as stars flashed behind his eyes; he 


began to move in earnest now, seeking more of that intense feeling. 


The headboard was now banging emphatically against the wall, Steve's pants as heavy as his own as he groaned 
in his ear. Steve tightened his arms around him even more, pressing their bodies even closer, Bruce becoming 
dizzy as his length swelled under the friction their abdomens were creating as they slid together. Just 
moments later they both stilled - Steve's body pushing them up as he arched off the bed, Bruce's warmth 


splashing between them as Steve's seed spilled inside of him. 


They collapsed back down on the bed, trying desperately to catch their breath. Bruce nuzzled the side of 
Steve's face, he caught on and their lips met in a lazy kiss, their bodies sated for the time being. He felt the 
body underneath him shift as Steve slipped out of him, they maneuvered around the bed until they were 
under the sheets, Steve pulling Bruce back on top of him, his arms wrapping back around him. It didn't take 


long for Bruce to fall asleep, his body easy relaxing against Steve's as their breathing evened out. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


He slowly came to the next morning, feeling the gentle movements of Steve's fingers threading through his 
hair. Steve felt him stirring and pressed a kiss to the top of his head, the nimble digits never giving up on 
their slow combing. They laid together for a while, talking softly until there was a gentle knock on the door. 
Steve nudged him to the side and got up, quickly donning his jeans and tugging on a shirt before peeking 


through the peephole, relaxing once he saw who it was. 


He spoke to whoever it was in a hushed tone before nodding and closing the door. By then Bruce had gotten 
mostly dressed and was tugging on his trainers. 


"Your mates are heading back to your hotel. They're waiting for you in the hall near the elevators." Steve 


explained. 


Bruce nodded and stood, letting out a small sigh as he headed for the door. His hand paused on the knob when 
he felt the hand on his side. He turned to look at Steve quizzically before he leaned down and kissed him. The 
kiss lingered before he reluctantly pulled away, Steve gave him that oh so shy smile and brushed his thumb 
against Bruce's cheek and stepped back to let him out. 


Bruce took a deep breath and closed his eyes, taking a few seconds to reorient himself; he shook his head as 
he went to meet his friends at the front of the elevator. He in no way wanted to leave that hotel room, he 


couldn't recall ever feeling that content in his life -- the warmth, the small kisses shared between words.. 


Boy was he in trouble. 


Eight 
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They had managed to grab a spot relatively close to where they were last night, and it was even closer to the 
stage. With the nervous jitters of seeing Steve again gone, Bruce was fully able to relax and let the music take 
over him as one of the hotter bands, Shaaman, took the stage. He felt Kirk and Kai both elbow him in the side 
and he glanced at both of them, noticing the huge grins on their faces. 


"The singer's been eyeing you for most of the performance!" Kirk informed him. 


Bruce had noticed it too; the long-haired Brazilian front man had been giving him looks, and he caught him 


staring more than once. 


When the riffs of the current song ended, the singer grinned and spoke to the crowd. "Wacken! For our last 
few songs, we have a special guest!" The cheers practically shook the ground. "He's a part of a band that's 


been a huge influence to me and my friends, so give a big welcome to Mister! Steve! Harris!" 


Bruce would be surprised if he walked away from this festival with all of his hearing intact. He felt his heart 
beat faster as the bassist arrived on stage, all smiles as he gave a quick one armed hug to the singer before 
they began to play. Bruce watched in wonder as something intense took over Steve's body once again, he was 
bobbing his head up and down to the music as he bared his teeth to the audience; his fingers working their 
hypnotic magic on the fans. The singer leaned against him and belted out the notes with astounding ease, his 
eyes finding Bruce in the crowd once more; at the same time Steve's own eyes locked on him as well and he 
gave him a sly little wink, Bruce flushing as the ditzy blonde in front of him squealed, obviously thinking that 


the gesture was for her. 


The singer smiled at him and he felt his face heat even more; since when the hell did he turn into a shy 


schoolgirl? 
Kai leaned over and yelled in his ear. "Lucky bastard!" 
Bruce decided to ignore him and fiddled with the backstage pass that was hanging around his neck. They had 


been completely sold out when they checked for them back in London, but they had shown up in their hotel 


room inexplicably that afternoon. He smiled, he knew exactly who sent them. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


They brushed through the crowd and flashed their passes to the security guards before ducking through the 
double doors. This being the last night, the backstage area was more crowded than ever, bands and crew alike 


trying to get in some last minute time together before it was back to the old grind of their own tours. 

They caught sight of a rowdy Nicko running his mouth as usual and headed towards the loud blonde. Bruce felt 
a hand brush his arm about halfway and turned to see Steve smiling down at him, his face was flushed and 
his hair and body damp with sweat -- the look was very familiar and it caused a stirring in the pit of his 
stomach. 

"Hey," he panted, still a bit out of breath. 


Bruce returned the shy smile with one of his own, "Hi" 


"Steve!" Both men snapped their heads in the direction of the singer that he was on stage with earlier. "It was 
great to have you on the stage with us tonight." 


Steve's face broke into a wide grin and took the hand offered to him and shook it heartily. "You know it's 


always a pleasure to perform with you lot." 


"l agree," he nodded before turning his attention to Bruce. "And did your friend here give you his opinion of the 
show?" 


Bruce felt the heat creeping to his face again. "It was more than worth sitting through the other acts for.” 
"We always aim to please, huh?" he nudged Steve in the side and held out his hand to Bruce. "Andre Matos." 
Bruce took it graciously and gave it a firm shake. "Bruce Dickinson 

Andre turned back to Steve, whose face had taken on a pensive expression at the exchange. "There is going to 
be a party at the hotel lounge. Most of us are headed there now; would you and the others care to join us?" 


he tossed a quick glance in Bruce's direction 


Steve shook his head and politely declined. "I've had enough hangovers for one festival, but I'll pass along the 
invitation to the other blokes." 


"And you?" 


Bruce fumbled for a response, but one glimpse at Steve answered the question for him. "lm a bit knackered 


and | have an early flight in the morning. I'll have to pass this time." 


"Ah, that is too bad. Andi and Tobi were hoping to meet you." 


"A-Andi as in Andi Deris? As in Helloween?" Bruce jaw dropped. 
Steve chuckled lightly. "Big fan?" 

Bruce nodded emphatically. "Really? Me?" 

"You are the subject of great fascination, Bruce." 

The statement caused his fading blush to return with a vengeance. 


Steve pursed his lips. "I'll see what | can do next time we're in London. Bloodstock is only a little over two hours 


away and Weiki told me they were billed there." 


"Then hopefully we will be seeing you as well. But for now | bid you both a goodnight" Andre gave Bruce one 


last smile and a slight nod before waving a Steve and turning to go meet back up with his bandmates. 


Steve led them over to where the others were, Kai and Kirk already in deep conversation with the other boys 
from Iron Maiden. 


"There you are! | thought you vanished!" Kirk pouted and crossed his arms. 
"| was only a few feet away." Bruce rolled his eyes and sighed dramatically. 
"That doesn't matter, you could have been lost, mister!" 

"Kirk! We have talked about this." Kai reprimanded. 

If it was at all possible, the pout got worse. "I was just worried." 

"Have you realized that we are grown men?" 


Steve cut in before Kirk opened his mouth again. "Andre told me that there was going to be a party back at 
the hotel. In the lounge. Everyone's giving it one last hoorah before most of us part ways." 


"Whoop!" Nicko pumped his fist. "I'm in! Who else is comin?" 
Everyone in their small group raised their hand with the exception of Steve and Bruce. 
"You're heading in early, Harry?" Adrian gave his chin a good scratch. 


"Yeah. I'm sure | smell like death right now and | could use the extra kip." 


Bruce caught Nicko raising a brow at Steve, the bassist blushing ever so slightly under his gaze. He was under 
the real impression that the drummer knew more than he should. 


Kai and Kirk didn't even bother giving Bruce further hassle, they knew what was going through his mind right 


now. 


"Whelp! No use in us ‘angin’ ‘round here any longer gents! To the ‘otell" Nicko guided them deeper into the 
backstage area, nearly barging people over in his haste to leave for the hotel. 


Nine 
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To be honest, he really didn't want to get out of the bed. He and Steve hadn't done anything sexual last eve, 
they just lounged around all night - ordering supper from downstairs and watching TV before taking a shower 
together and heading to bed, talking until they drifted off. Now they had just under two hours before Bruce's 
flight back to London 

He had woken to the feel of Steve's hand slowly rubbing up and down his back. Letting out a huge sigh, Bruce 
shifted to get up and out of the bed, Steve's arm circling his waist and clamping down, preventing him from 
moving. 

"You sure you can't take a later flight?" 

Bruce shook his head. "It wouldn't make it any easier to leave." 

Steve cupped Bruce's face in his hands and pulled him over for a kiss. 

‘One more time before you go?" 

Bruce panted and nodded, closing the small space in between them. 

"Are you just gonna mope the whole flight?" 

Bruce decided to ignore Kirk and kept his gaze to the clouds that slowly passed by. 

Kai leaned forward and peaked over Kirk. "You usually talk more. Is Steve? Did something happen?" 

‘Im fine. No need to worry." 


"Maybe its for the best that you don't see him again. ts throwing you off and you've only seen him twice." 


"They're playing Bloodstock. He made it quite clear that he intends to see me." Bruce finally looked at them. 


"And | really want to see him again" 
"Maybe you should talk about seeing each other more regularly." Kai suggested. 

Kirk scowled and shook his head. "He's a rock stad Can you honestly see anything being able to work out?" 
"If they have feelings things can be worked out" Kai pointed out. 


"Do you ever wonder why we don't have relationships? Because of our jobs! What man in his right mind would 


be with someone who fucks other men for a living?" Kirk focused back on Bruce. "Have you not learned yet?" 


Bruce and Kai both looked at their normally serene friend in shock. He had mentioned the unthinkable - this 


was something they knew deep down, but they never dared to voice it. 

Kirk closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “I-l'm sorry. He may be a good lay or whatever, but catching 
feelings for him after only seeing each other twice is just ludicrous." He pointed at Bruce when he opened his 
mouth to object. "No. It's plain to see in the way you act and look. It's okay to enjoy yourself in bed, but put 
the brakes on this thing. Do you know why we were shocked to hear about you and Steve? Because we had no 
idea he even so much as swung our way. | understand that he wants to keep some aspects of his life personal 
but don't you think at least Kai would have known his orientation?" 

"My fascination ends at the music. | do not care to learn much after that" Kai shrugged. 

"What kind of super fan are you?" Kirk looked at him with a puzzled expression 

Kai shrugged again. "I never claimed to be a normal anything. What | care to learn in depth-" 

"Starts and ends with a good shag?" Bruce grinned, glad for the impromptu change in conversation 

Kai smirked. "Exactly." 


"What are we going to do with you?" Kirk shook his head fondly. 


Kai wiggled his brows at them. "I have a good idea, but | do not think is appropriate on a plane, especially a 


flight with children" 


Kirk rolled his eyes and turned back to the book in his lap. Bruce shot Kai and grateful look and Kai gave him a 
half of a smile in return, and for added effect, he walked his fingers along Kirk's thigh, Kirk slapping it away 


without even glancing up from the paragraph he was on. 


As much as he didn't want to admit it, he knew that Kirk was right in some aspects. Steve treated him like he 
was somebody - something that rarely happened outside of Kirk, Kai, and maybe even Dennis - and as a result, 


he found himself attaching himself to that feeling, and subsequently, the person. Again And Andre did the 


same thing, but then again he didn't know what Bruce's ‘career’ of choice was. Why was he even thinking about 
this? He had had a wonderful time at the festival with his friends, and that's all he should take away from the 


experience, not the drama. 


When the hell would he learn? 
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Steve winced and flexed his fingers and wound wrist. Signing piles and piles of miniature posters was a pain in 
the arse, and the constant rambling of his drummer did little to make the time - and posters - fly by faster. 


"Did ya hear me, 'Arris?" Nicko pursed his lips, taking a break from his own mountain of prints. 


Steve could do one of two things: say no, and get an earful, or nod his head, get figured out that he was lying, 
and then get an earful. He took the less time consuming route. Sighing, he let out a rueful, "No." 


Nicko paused for a moment, turning his head to survey the rest of the occupants of the plane. Blayze was up 
front with his own piles, the three guitarists two rows behind him were huddled up making a system out of 
theirs, and the rest of the crew were scattered between the middle and front of the plane, leaving a few rows 
between the two of them in the back and everyone else. 

"Wot's on yer mind, ‘Arry?" His voice was uncharacteristically quiet. 

"You know how | feel before each show, Nick." 


He received a snort in response. "Yeah, right. An’ this ‘as nothin’ to do with Bruce?" 


Steve sighed again. He should really learn not to spill things to the drummer, less chance of them being 


brought up when he didn't want to talk, or think, about them. 
"Ya know you can trust me. An’ | know it's the same fer me." 


Steve quickly scanned the place of everyone on the plane before acknowledging the truth. "Fine. | was thinking 


about Bruce." 
"Yer gonna ‘ave to tell ‘im eventually." 


"And then what?" Steve glared at him. "For him to never want to see me again?" 


‘Its only fair to tim. If you don't plan on doin’ anythin’ outside of his job description then ‘e need to know 
before things get serious." 


"How do you know if | want things to go that way?" 


"Ya wouldn't act like this otherwise. You forgot I've known ya fer years an I've seen this before, but it wasn't 


as bad as it is now. Besides, you can still ‘ave ‘im if things go awry. Ya just gotta pay." 

| don't think of him like that, Nick And you know it. | don't want it like that between us." 

"So you admit to wot | said before?" Nicko smirked. 

"There's no winning with you, is there?" 

"Nope!" Nicko laughed, but the sound petered out immediately. “Seriously ‘Arry. It's better if 'e finds out from 
you, rather than someone or somewhere else. Yer not being fair to anyone tha's involved. Directly or 


indi rectly." 


"You're right, Nick | just don't want him to hate me. This is all so new to me and | don't even want to think 
about what'll happen when this all gets out. You know it will eventually.’ 


A large hand clamped down on his shoulder, giving it a firm, supportive squeeze. "Jan, Ade, and Davey will be 
fine - maybe it'll take some time, but ya don't ‘ave to worry about them. Blayze on the other ‘and," he 
teetered his hand back and forth in an indecisive gesture. "I'm not too sure there." 

"And everyone else?" Steve asked, lost. 

Nicko shrugged. "We'll cross that minefield when we approach it" 


"As much as you make me want to thump you sometimes, l'm glad to have you as a friend, Nick" 


‘Of course you are! l'm quite the catch ‘Arry ‘Arris!" The bark of laughter was much louder this time, 
drawing the attention of some of the others further up. 


Steve chuckled quietly and went back to signing the posters -- his hand scribbling and shoving them off his lap 


and into a pile on the floor automatically, his mind was on ground miles away. 
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Bruce groaned as he patted around the nightstand, his hand landing on the offending object that had so 


callously woke him up from his slumber. 

"Lo?" he mumbled. 

"Bruce! You up?" 

He was now; he didn't even bother to open his eyes. "Dennis, it's Sunday." 
"| know, | know." 

"You said it was the last time." 

"| know Bruce, | know." 

"So why did you wake me up," he peeled an eye open to get a glimpse of the clock, "at half eight?" 
"You're wanted at-" 

"No" 

"Bruce-" 

"Nope" 

"Bruce=" 

"Is Sunday l'm not going anywhere!" 


"Can you just let me finish?" 


"Fine." 

"He left a message just in case. It says WOA, whatever that means’ 
WOA? What the hell is WOA? Hmm. Wart a minute.Wacken Open Air! Stevel 
Bruce shot straight up. "Where?" 

"You're gonna do it?" 

"Yes. When and where?" 


"There's a car waiting for you outside. You're heading to Alton and if you leave now you should be there 


around noon. He also asked that you bring an overnight bag." 


Wow, he must be spending some serious money on me. Overnight stays were far from cheap, putting off even the 


most daring of businessmen 
"So, you said you'll do it? | can inform him you'll be there?" 
"Yeah. l'm getting ready now." Bruce ended the call and scrambled out of bed. The sooner he got out of here, 


the sooner he would see Steve. He would text Kai on the way there to let him know where he was and to come 


up with something to tell Kirk. With their friend didn't know wouldn't hurt him. 


wvunu 


The place the car stopped at looked rather homey. He shouldered his bag and looked at the piece of paper the 


driver had given him. 

SH - Four poster. 

When he walked inside it was like walking into a house, a door was across from him and there were stairs to 
his left. He chose the door, going through to see an older woman sitting at a small desk, a book in her hand, 
soft classical music playing from the stereo behind her. She smiled warmly and sat her book down when he 
approached. 

"Can | help you sir?" 

He smiled back and handed her the paper. "Uh..can you help me make sense of that, love?" 

She glanced over the writing and nodded, leaning over to the computer next to her and tapping a few keys. "Ah. 


The Four Poster room. Up the stairs and it's the second door on the right” She fished a key out of the 
cabinet behind her. "A woman stopped by earlier and has the other key if you're wondering. You two have a 


great time" She winked at him. 


A woman? Bruce frowned as he went up the stairs. Dennis knew better than fo shp him out to see a bird So 


what was going on here? 


He unlocked the door and went inside. It wasn't much for space, the king sized four poster bed taking up a 
great amount of the room and there was an ensuite just to the right of the entrance. He shut the door 
behind him and locked it, tossing his bag to the floor before hopping onto the bed, lying flat on his back A 
folded piece of paper caught his eye and he reached over for it, pulling it from out under the pillow in which it 


was tucked. 
Dont be alarmed, | sent one of the PAs in my place. MI be there once Im through with the festival - Steve 


That's when Bruce looked over and saw another bag sitting in the corner of the room. Discretion He forgot 
that he wasn't the only one worried about it. He looked back at the message; well, it didn't hurt to take a short 
nap in before Steve got here. Kicking off his trainers - he figured casual was best for Steve, he didn't seem to 
care otherwise - he spread out on the bed and closed his eyes. 


He stirred awake when he felt a weight dip onto the bed. He blinked a few times and turned over, his mouth 


going dry once his eyes were able to focus. 


It was Steve of course; and the only thing he wore besides the shy smile on his face was a fluffy white towel. 
His hair was still damp from the shower he must have taken, little droplets winding down the curled tips to 
slide down his chest, shoulders, and back; the nervousness in his posture belied the audacity to present himself 


as such. Bold move, Harris 

"Hey." Steve looked down to study his hands. 

It never ceased to amaze him how easily this man was able to transition in and out of his personality. His 
bashfulness outside of his craft was both adorable and unbelievably attractive. An easy smile stole across 
Bruce's face. 

"Hey," Bruce sat up fully to unabashedly trail his eyes along the contours of Steve's body. He fought the urge 
to laugh out loud at the red that was slowly staining Steve's cheeks at the scrutiny of his gaze. "Show tire 
you out?" 


Steve shot a confused look his way and shook his head. "No." 


Back to the one word answers, it seemed. 


"Good," The smirk that flashed in his direction made Steve actually scoot back a bit; Bruce crawled over to 
him, tugging at the edge of Steve's towel. "Very good" 
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Steve bit his lip and pulled Bruce down to him, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss; Bruce placed his hands on 
Steve's shoulders and Steve circled his arms around his waist. Steve rolled them over and pulled away, tugging 
at the hem of Bruce's shirt. He barely got the shirt over Bruce's head before he was back again, Bruce trying 
to get as close to Steve as he possibly could. His rapidly hardening member was trapped within the confines of 
his jeans, and he need them off. Now. 


Steve seemed to be able to read his mind, reaching down to unbuckle his belt and unfastening his trousers. 
Bruce lifted his hips, helping Steve to ease them down and off before quickly peeling off his socks. Bruce 
tugged him back down, nipping and sucking at Steve's bottom lip, his hand trailing down to the edge of the plush 
towel with the full intention of ridding Steve's lower half of it this time. 


Steve had just gotten his own hands down to Bruce's briefs when they heard it, a sharp monotone crackling 


through the air. 

The shrill ring of a cell phone. 

"Mmm," Steve tried to pull away. "Thats me." 

Bruce dismissed his words and wrapped his arms around Steve's neck. 

"Bruce=" 

"Just ignore it, Steve." Bruce panted, closing the small gap between them again. 

No matter how much he didn't want to, Steve broke the kiss. "It could be important, Bruce." 

Bruce dropped his arms and groaned in frustration, Steve snickering as he climbed off the bed and searched 
the pockets of the jeans he tossed over his bag earlier. He cursed under his breath and looked over at Bruce 
apologetically. 


"le got to take this one Bruce." 


Bruce frowned as Steve went into the bathroom; although the room was now quiet, he couldn't make out was 
he was saying to whomever was on the other line. As time went by his curiosity started to rise, which is 
something he couldn't say for his erection -- after about ten minutes Bruce reached for the remote and 


turned on the television. 


Twenty more minutes passed before Steve exited the bathroom, a frown etched on his own face. He sighed and 


tossed his phone onto the small table beside the bed. 

‘lm sorry about that" He shook his head and walked over to his bag, fishing out a pair of boxers. He pulled 
them on and ditched the towel, running a hand through his now dry hair as he collapsed on the bed next to 
Bruce. 

"Everything okay?" Bruce pursed his lips. 

"Everything's fine, Bruce." 

He was largely unconvinced, but the pensive stare at the TV more than signaled that he didn't want to talk 
about it. Instead of pushing him, he closed the space in between them and rested his head on Steve's shoulder. 
He felt Steve relax little by little at the contact -- encouraged by his reaction, he went a bit further and 
threw his arm Steve's waist, Steve dropped his head back onto the pillow and eventually wrapped his arm 
around Bruce's shoulders. 

"Steve?" 

"Mm?" 

"This must have costed you a fortune. | wouldn't feel right if we didn't-" 

"Despite how great things are when things escalate between us Bruce, | actually enjoy your presence." Steve 
fixed his brooding, dark eyes on him, and Bruce unsuccessfully fought down a blush. "Truthfully, my original 


plan for having you here was to spend more time with you." 


Wow, that was a real first. Even the complete bastards that wanted nothing more than to find a way to get 
him to drop his trousers ever said something like that to him. 


"Well, since we're being honest." He didn't know what he was doing by saying this, but it just felt right to do so 
at the moment. "l-if you just want my time Steve, y-you don't have to pay for it" 


He felt Steve nod and tighten his arm around his shoulders. Bruce let out a shaky breath and squeezed his 


eyes closed. 


Boy, was he in trouble. 
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A smile was firmly fixed on Bruce's face when he entered the condo Tuesday morning. He had had the time of 
his life with Steve. After the tension had loosened tremendously between them following the mysterious call 
Steve received, they had ordered an early dinner - with major cajoling on Steve's part since they didn't 
normally serve it, and Bruce didn't know where to begin to describe the food, the flash of a meal from a fancy 
hotel couldn't beat the homemade quality of the Laurels - and they watched a wide range of programs while 
actually getting to know more in-depth facts about each other. 


The next day, Steve had surprised him bright and early in the morning with a trip to Alton Towers which was 
a short distance away. Minus being noticed by a few people and stopping to sign autographs and taking a 
picture or two, it was flawless; they rode scores of rides, namely The Smiler and Oblivion, until they could 
barely stand upright. Then they went for a drive through Dovedale, stopping at the Ravine to take in the 


beautiful sights before heading back to Oakamoor to have a quiet dinner at one of the restaurants. 


This time when they sought intimacy together they were uninterrupted, both times they went at it. Bruce was 
just as reluctant to part from him this time as the last time, making sure to exchange numbers instead of 
having to communicate through Dennis. That would imply things that neither wanted to think of their budding 


relationship as. 
Even Kirk waiting in front of the door did little to dampen his mood. 


"So. Had a little fun?" Kirk tapped his foot on the ground repeatedly, he had this mother thing down to a 


science now. 
"Mhmm" 

"Next time you get Kai to lie for you make sure you listen to whatever alibi he has set up." 
Bruce rolled his eyes. "What did he say?" 


"You were out with some extravagant client and a whole bunch of other nonsense. Since when does that 


happen?" 


Bruce bypassed Kirk and tossed his bag into his room -- it was smart on his part to bring a third day's set 
of clothes with him, but that also meant that he didn't have an excuse to shake the bronze skinned man's 
interrogation. And he couldn't plead off being tired since he'd had the best sleep he's had in ages, Kirk made a 
habit of checking if they were actually sleeping or avoiding him; it made things worse in the end if they didn't 
go through with the initial bombardment. "He wasn't lying when he said | was with a client. Dennis phoned me 


the other morning and informed me | had someone waiting on me." 


"And you would have bitched him out until he dropped the subject since it was a Sunday as usual. Who the hell 


else would you give up a Sunday for besides Steve? And who else would put such a big smile on your face?" 
He was too intelligent for his own good. Damn it. "Fine. You're right. | was with Steve." 

"Bruce," Kirk said with an exasperated breath. "We've talked about this." 

Bruce shook his head and fetched a glass from the cupboard, delving into the fridge for the orange juice he 
remembered seeing before he left. "I know what you're going to say and he paid for his time with me. Why are 


you so against this?" 


"| don't want another one of those nights where Kai and | have to convince you that you're worth more than 
just sex." 


"Kirk-" 


By this time Kai had poked a sleepy head out of his room door and slowly took note of the situation before 


stumbling out. 


| know we're not women but it is possible for people of the male gender to want more than their sexual 


appetite satisfied You're no different. If you were then we wouldn't be having this discussion" 
"What do you want from me? If you can't be happy that I'm happy then sod off!" 


Kirk looked at him in disbelief. "This can't possibly end well. 'm only trying to help you," he said softly, turning 


on his heel and treading softly to his room 

"He really is only trying to help, Bruce’ 

"| know. And Ill apologize to him once he's cooled off a bit! 
Kai pursed his lips in thought and nodded. "I worry, too" 
"Not you, too. | thought you were on my side" 


"In some ways | am. | feel something about this is different. But is hard to pick you up when you get knocked 


down Is hard to see you that upset" 

It was odd to see him so serious. "Tread with caution" 

"Yes." 

"Well, my morning is free and since | wasn't here Sunday how about some breakfast? l'm starved" 
Kai's expression brightened substantially and he looked more aware. "Yes! French toast?" 

"Yes Kai, French toast." 


Kai let out a happy yip and darted back into his room to shower. 
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"I thought we talked about this ‘Arry!" Nicko's head dropped on the back of the lumpy chair in exasperation 
"We were having such a good time and | guess.it just slip my mind?" Steve tried. 

Nicko resisted the urge to thump him one. "Things like that don't just slip from people's ‘ead Steve!" 

Steve's eyes darting around frantically. "Will you keep your voice down?" 


They were sitting in the waiting area of the bustling airport waiting for their separate flights home. The other 
four members of the band had already caught their planes home. 


‘It's crowded in 'ere!" 

"That's exactly why you need to keep it down! People can hear you with you talking the way you are." 
"Fine." Nicko lowered his voice. "Now, back to wot | was sayin’. You can't keep doing this, ‘Arry. It's terrible." 
"| know." Steve replied quietly. 

"No, ya don't. | wouldn't be tellin’ ya this if ya did" 


"| don't even know if I'm gonna see him again. So there's nothin’ to worry about." Steve wasn't going to mention 


that he had Bruce's number in his phone. 

"So, wot is this then? A tour thing?" 

"| don't know. Like | said, who knows if I'm ever going to see him again?" 
Nicko gave him a long look. And Steve caved as usual. 


"Ok. So maybe | need to end things." 


"With who?" Nicko asked. 

"| don't know, Nick 

| could change flights an'—" 

"There's no need for that, Nick" 

First call for Flight 120 to Uttlestord First call for Flight 120 to Uttlesford 
"That's me." Steve picked up his bags and stood. 

"Yer gonna tell ‘im, right ‘Arry?" Nicko looked up at him. 

Steve sighed. "Yeah." 

"Promise?" Nicko held out his hand. 

Steve paused. "P-promise,” he sealed the deal with a shake of the hand. 
"See ya, ‘Arry 

Steve gave him a curt nod before leaving the waiting area. 
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The cab come to a smooth stop in front of the large house. Steve paid the driver and got out of the back, 
jogging to the back to fish out his bags. In the distance the front door opened, two girls spilling out of the 
entrance. 

"Daddy!" 

Steve smiled as he shut the trunk, the cab pulling off just as the first girl reached him. He grunted as she 
tackled into him, clutching his waist in a bear hug. He dropped his duffle bag and hauled her up, giving her a 
tight squeeze. 

"Kerry!" 


Steve sat her down and moved over to his other daughter. 


"Hey, Dad" Lauren grinned up at him. 


"Lauren!" 

He gave her a more subdued hug, now that she was a pre-teen, she decided she was too cool and mature for 
Daddy. She gave herself away though when she returned the embrace eagerly. He pulled away just as a woman 
approached the trio. 


"Hey you," she grinned, 


"Hey." He opened his arms and she gladly fell into them, the sharp contrasts of her body compared to Bruce's 
hitting him hard. 


| was starting to think you would never come back." 
Steve snorted. "You know | always come back, Lorraine." 


His wife let out a throaty, and very feminine, chuckle. She leaned up and gave his lips a quick peck. "I know. 
Come on, let's get you settled back in 


Steve shouldered his duffle bag and followed after the three ladies in his life. Don't get him wrong, he simply 
adored his girls, but his feelings for Lorraine was on shaky ground - they always were. And now that he's met 
Bruce, things just got that much more complicated. If he forgot about her curves and imagined she had 
chocolate brown eyes, it could be sort of be like being with him. 


He nodded and made all the right noises while he was being chattered at, the girls relaying everything that's 
happened since he left for the first leg of the tour - from Kerry's lost teeth to Lauren's new friend to the 


small trip to the zoo that Lorraine chaperoned. 


Nicko was right. Something had to give before a slip of the tongue or a wrong move gave him away. 
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Bruce yawned as he climbed between the soft silk sheets of his bed. It had been another late night, and all he 
could think of while he was with his last two clients was getting home and running through a quick shower 
before diving into this safe haven of silk and cotton. 


He was just about to drift off when he heard his mobile buzz He groaned as he peeled his eyelids open Should 
he even bother to look? It buzzed twice before stopping, so that indicated that it was a text message and not 
a call, so he could probably eliminate the offender as Dennis. His mind wouldn't shut down now that it was 
actively curious, so he sat up a bit and propped his back on his plush pillows and unhooked the device from its 
charger. 

His heart leaped at the display. It was a message from Steve. 


| know this is a hell of a lot later than | promised, but | got home safe and sound 


He checked the time, it was well after midnight. He knew that Steve flew hundreds, if not thousands, of times a 
year, but he felt a small weight lift from his shoulders at the confirmation 


Great, | was wondering. :) 


He bit down gently on his bottom lip and drummed his fingers on his abdomen, waiting for the reply. It felt like 
eons - but in reality it was only about a minute - before he got it. 


All | thought about the whole time was Oakamoor. 
Bruce raised his brows; where was he going with this? 
It was great. | don't remember the last time | had so much fun 


He should really be getting to bed. He had an early start tomorrow, but he'd be damned if he cut this short 
right now. 


Same here. | hope to do it again soon. 

At this, Bruce couldn't fight down the full grin that lit up his face. 

Really? 

You seem surprised Surely you get offers like this all the time? 

He wasn't going to tell him that those offers came from the odd client or two or before he actually slept with 
someore. Given that Steve knew what he did for a living and had already slept with him more than once and 
still wanted more from him rendered him speechless. Though he still wasn't through the woods yet, there were 
still a few stragglers that hung in there just for the sex. 

Youd be surprised at how wrong those go. 

Well, fuck them. What do they know? 

Bruce sunk deeper into his pillows. He wondered if Steve would look at him differently once he knew how gullible 
he could be. This thought made him feel the need to guard himself, but at the same time he wanted to tell 
someone other than Kai and Kirk. 

its a long story. One that shouldnt be told over the phone. 

Thats fine with me, | plan fo see you again soon. Very soon 

How the hell would he manage that? 

And do you mind me asking how? 


| got an interview with Kerrang! coming up in two weeks. ;) 


If he was this bold in person Bruce wouldn't know what to do with himself, but he wouldn't trade in the shy, 
ever-blushing bassist for anything in the world. 


| cant wait 

And he really couldn't. If only he had a bloody time machine then he wouldn't have to. 
Same here. Hil get back to you with the details soon 

Bruce glanced over at the clock It was after one now. 


Great! | hate to cut this short, but ve got an early start tomorrow. 


Its fine. | should get some kip too. vet lag is a right bitch and its all catching up with me. Good night Bruce 
Bruce chuckled, his earlier tiredness seeping into the sound 


Goodnight Steve. 


He reached over and plugged his mobile back onto its charge and settled back down and buried himself into the 
sheets. 


He would see Steve again in two short weeks. He just hope the days flew by. 
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Steve nearly jumped out of his skin when his ears picked up on the sound of tiny footsteps. He quickly turned 
to see Kerry standing at the opening of the living room where he had been for the last two hours; he tucked 
his phone in his pocket and stood. 

"What are you doing up this late?" He smiled at her gently and walked over to her, squatting down to her level. 
"Couldn't sleep." she mumbled 

She certainly looked tired enough, rubbing at her eyes with her small hands. 

"And why not?" 

‘| had a scary dream. Your door was open but | didn't see you and | thought you left again 

He picked her up and guided them through the hall and up the stairs. 

"Daddy's right here. Now lets get you back into bed, mh?" 

"Will you stay with me?" 

Steve chuckled. "OF course, sweetheart." 

Kerry tightened her arms around his neck and snuggled into him and Steve felt his chest tighten. It was 
moments like this where he knew that this is where he was supposed to be, with his wife and two daughters 


living in harmony like the perfect family they seemed to be sans his life as a musician. 


It didn't take long for them to reach her bedroom, Steve flipping the sheets over before placing her down on 
the bed. Tucking her in, he sat down beside her and threaded his fingers through her soft hair. 


"Will you sing me a song, Daddy?" 


Steve was able to pull the full force cringe back to a light wince. "Love, you know | can't sing." 
She let out a small giggle. "I know, but will you try?" 


Steve drew a deep breath; fine, he would do it for his little angel - even if the sound of his own voice to his 


ears made him want to bang his head up against a wall. 


Once she was asleep, he silently crept out of the room and shut the door as quietly as he could. His steps 
faltered as he got closer to his bedroom - there it was again, that conflict in his heart. His daughters gave 
him reason not to even think about him, but just receiving something as simple as a text message from Bruce 


sent his heart into overdrive. 


He stood outside the room, leaning up against the doorframe as he watched his wife sleep. Only God knew just 
how much he wished that Bruce was in her place, which made him feel even worse about all of this. He 
stepped inside and eased the door shut, soundlessly shedding each layer of clothing until he was down to his 
briefs before sliding into bed. 


It was true, all of those flights crossing different time zones was steadily getting to him, but his overactive 
mind refused to shut down. Only Nicko knew just how much he's struggled these past fifteen years of 
marriage with Lorraine. He's always felt love for her, but he couldn't recall the last time he felt he was in love 


with her. 


He hadn't known exactly what was wrong with their relationship, why he just didn't feel that spark that so 
many people talked about in their own unions - that was until he met Bruce, and now that reason was glaringly 
obvious. He wasn't sure what to call what they had, but the thought of ending it just didn't sit right with him. 
But then again, leaving the comfort of a life he's lived for so long didn't sit too well either. He made a promise 
to Nicko to find a quick resolution to this situation, but he also needed to promise himself that or he would 


drive himself mad. 
Should he stay or should he go? 


That was the question he's mulled over for the last few weeks. In the end, he was no closer to a possible 
solution and he was starting to get a headache. He stiffened when he felt the soft body next to him curl into 


his side. 


He cast his mind to the future. He would see Bruce in just two weeks, he could already feel a smile creeping 
across his face. He just had to work his way around the interview time and being stuck with Blayze. He was 
getting excited just thinking about it. He'll see how Bruce felt about it all, and then he would decide. There. That 


was his solution 


With that thought in mind, he closed his eyes and allowed himself to drift off to sleep. 
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"Well, thank you Steve. Thank you Blayze for stopping by." 
Steve and Blayze both nodded, shaking the interviewer's hand. 


‘Its been a pleasure." Steve said, the smile he put on was truly genuine, but not for the reasons the woman 


that interviewed them would think, judging by her attempts at being seductive - on camera nonetheless. 


"And remember folks, the second leg of Maiden's tour kicks off on October second at the 02 Arena here in 


London." 


A few moments later they were free - Steve and Blayze carefully removing their microphones, a crew 


member quickly rushing over to retrieve them. 


"Thank fuck that's over." Steve heard Blayze mutter as they left the small set, shaking his head and chuckling. 


"You seem to be in a good mood today" 

Steve looked over at him from the corner of his eye. "A bloke's not allowed to be cheerful once in a while?" 
Blayze held his hands up in surrender. "I was just curious. | take it you're excited to be back home?" 

Steve snorted. "As much as | love touring it does get to me. We're not as young as we used to be" 

"Need | remind you that Im seven years younger than you?" 

They slipped into the car that was waiting for them in front of the Kerrang! home office 

"And you creak worse than | dol" Steve laughed as Blayze scowled good-naturedly at him 


He wasn't too bad of a bloke as long as he was in a joking mood, which didn't happen all that often. The drive to 
the hotel wasn't a long one, and soon they found themselves walking into the lobby of the Millennium Hotel. 


Blayze turned around once he figured out that he was the only one continuing forward. "You're not coming up?" 


"Not right this moment. Ill catch up with you later." 
"Hmm." Blayze frowned and spun back around to head up to his hotel room. 


Steve shifted uneasily from foot to foot as he watched Blayze disappear behind the red elevator doors. Just a 
few beats later he felt fingers make a spider crawling motion up his spine, nearly causing him to take off. 


Pivoting around he caught sight of a widely grinning Bruce. 
"Bloody hell, you almost gave me a heart attack!" 
Bruce snickered. "Shall we?" 


It took everything he had not to kiss him right there - the smile softened his features even more than usual 
and the teasing spark in his eyes stirred odd feelings within him. He nodded, and the two of them started off in 
the direction of the elevators, keeping a fair distance apart from each other so as to not evoke suspicion from 


the people milling about. 


The time it took to get to his floor felt like an eternity to Steve. The ding of the elevator was like the shot at 
the beginning of a race, both men hurrying down the corridor trying not to break into a run. Steve quickly 
pulled out his key card before they even got to his room, as soon as he came to a stop he stuck the card in, 
both men willing the light to turn green faster. Steve pulled the piece of plastic out and turned to face Bruce 
when it flashed; Bruce didn't hesitate to crash their lips together, the bassist circling his arms around Bruce 
as the door flew open behind them and they stumbled in - Bruce just narrowly remembering to kick the door 
shut. 


Blayze wasn't even in his room for a whole five minutes before he got bored. There wasn't much to do on a 
Sunday anywhere, but maybe if he could go bother Steve for a bit, he should be in his room by now. Besides, 
it wasn't often that they did anything together, and he knew he was mostly to blame for that. Well, what 
better time than now to fix that? 


With that thought in mind he grabbed his wallet and key card and headed for the door. Bobbing his head to a 
random riff running through his mind, he stopped cold when entered the hall and turned in the direction of 


Steve's room. 


It happened so quick that at first he wasn't sure that he had seen it. Steve was wrapped around some 
brunette before they crashed into his room. And the figure he was wrapped around wasn't built like any bird 


he'd ever seen, even the most masculine of them. 


And the only thing that ran through his mind was.. 


What the fuck? 
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An hour and a few beers from the convenience store around the corner of the hotel later, and Blayze was still 
no closer to figuring this thing out. Steve had a wife and two girls, the seemingly perfect family that he 
himself could only dream of and he was cavorting.. with a man? He had heard of things like this happening but 


he'd never thought he would ever bear witness to it himself. 


Maybe he had been seeing things. Maybe his mind was playing tricks on him. No, thinking that way was the 


very epitome of denial. 
How was he going to look Steve in the eye after what he had laid eyes on? Would he ask him and get the 
answer from the man himself? Would this affect the band in any way? Well, only if he told the others, but 


would he? 


Shaking his head, Blayze tossed the empty can into the bin next to the bed and reached for another from the 


pack. He would need more than this to even begin to fully process all of this. 
Bruce wondered when the ceiling would stop spinning. "Fuck," he panted. 


Steve let out a breathless snort and turned his head to look over at Bruce from where he was positioned 


previously face down on the pillow. "We just did. Give me a chance to catch me breath." 


Bruce sluggishly thumped him on the shoulder. "That hasn't stopped you before." He heard him chuckle lightly 


before the room went silent save for their heavy breathing. 
After a while Bruce cocked his head to the side to find Steve giving him a mysterious look. 
"What?" 


Steve propped himself up on his elbows and regarded him with a scrutinizing stare. "Bruce," he sighed. 


"Y-yeah?" Bruce was beginning to get nervous. 


Oh god, here it was. It always seemed to start off like this - they would sound like the weight of the world 
was on their shoulders before the whole "it's not you, it's me" type of speech. He could feel his chest tighten 
considerably and he felt like he couldn't breathe; he had thought, hoped, that Steve wouldn't be like the rest. 


Had he been wrong this whole time? 


Steve turned dark eyes to the pale blue pattern of the pillow his head had been previously resting on before 
flicking them back towards him shyly. "H-how do you feel about all this?" 


"All of what?" Bruce was caught between seeing this to its inevitable end where Steve would break off 
whatever they were having and just throwing his clothes on and bolting from the impending rejection 


Steve pointed to him before motioning to himself. "This. Us." 


Should he just throw all his cards on the table and go for broke? Or should he go with that second option? 
Well, he wasn't a quitter and he had a major tendency to tackle challenges head on, so he went with the 


former. What was one more time amongst the thousands if he got bitten again? 


| honestly don't think I've fallen this hard, this fast before." Bruce shrugged, his eyes downcast to where he 
was fiddling with the edges of the bedspread. "And it's scaring the hell out of me." 


There it was again, that pregnant silence. Taking a deep breath, he finally found the courage to peek over at 
Steve. His heart nearly leapt out of his chest when he saw the timid smile on Steve's face. Steve leaned over 


and planted a soft kiss to his lips, pulling back with his smile full force now. 
"Same here, Bruce. Same here." 
Bruce laughed incredulously and shoved Steve over on his back before pouncing, bringing their lips together in 


a fiery kiss. Had he really lucked up this time? Was this the real thing that just happened to start with the job 
description? The wildly fluttering butterflies in his stomach told him indeed it was. 
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Blayze played with the damp paper around his water bottle while he waited in the lobby for Steve. Though he 
was nursing a mild hangover - beer didn't really have much of an effect on him anymore, but it still had one 
- he was determined to get a word in with the bassist. He looked up for the hundredth time when he heard 
the elevator ding and watched as a few people milled out; among the last to step out was a very familiar 


looking man, and Steve. 

Where had he seen him before? Wait, it was the bloke from Wacken! What was he doing here? 

Blayze watched closely as they walked into the lobby together, their pace bearing reluctance and he could see 
their mouths moving as they conversed. What were they doing together? Could he have been the one he saw 
last night? 

He got up as they came to stop, a few more words exchanged between the two before Steve handed over a 
shirt he hadn't noticed earlier; with a curt nod shared between them, the kid walked away. Blayze took this 
moment to grab his overnight bag and go over to Steve. 

"Hey." Steve offered him a small grin 

"Mornin. That one of the kids from Wacken?" 

Steve nodded and started for the exit, Blayze quickly falling into step with him. 

"Imagine that. Meeting up with him again after all this time." 

Steve shrugged. "Wasn't that long ago." 

"So." 

Steve rolled his eyes. "The redhead that was with him was a fan, heard that we had an interview and sent his 


mate on a mission to get his shirt autographed. He had the same check out time and he caught up to me at 


the elevator," he explained as they climbed into the car waiting for them. 


"Mm." Blayze nodded, that answered that question. But how to bring up what happened last night? Maybe this 
was just one of those things that he should tuck in the very back of his mind? 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Steve shouldered his bag as he climbed out of the taxi. The house was empty when he entered, both of his 
daughters were at school and he had gotten a message from Lorraine that she was having lunch with her 
friends. That was good, he wasn't quite ready to face them yet, no matter how many times he toured it still 


took a while to get back into the groove of being home with his family. 


He was especially glad to be away from Blayze; throughout the ride before they parted, he kept giving him 
these long, scrutinizing stares that had him fighting the urge to fidget in his seat. 


He bought the excuse that he and Bruce came up with involving the shirt, though he was sure that Kai would 
enjoy it since he actually gave Bruce a signed shirt for his little friend - Bruce had told him the lengths Kai 
had gone through to help him cover up his tracks. 

Speaking of which, he had a plan of action to develop now that he knew how Bruce felt about him and their 
relationship. First things first though, he had to call Nicko. He jogged up the stairs and dropped off his bag 
before going out back to the studio, it always helped to be cautious and his studio was a no man's (or 
woman's) land outside the band. 

Punching in the number on his mobile phone he paced back and forth as it rang once, twice, and- 

"Lo?" 

"Nick" 

"Arry! Ow's me favorite bass man?" 

Steve snorted. "He's doing fine at the moment, Nick" 

"So wot do | owe the ‘onor of yer call, Mr. ‘Arris?" 


"Its about Bruce." 


He could practically hear the drummer shoot up from his chair. "Old on" Steve heard shuffling and a door 
open and close. "Okay. Did ya tell im?" 


"Not yet" 


"Arry!" 


"Let me explain. | wanted to see how he felt first before | made any rash decisions." 

"And?" 

Steve took a deep breath. "I'm gonna go through with it" 

He snatched the phone away from his ear at the loud war-quality whoop that came through from the other 
line. After wincing and wringing his ear with the knuckle of his index finger, he dared to put it back - though 


he switched ears. 


'| knew it!" Steve couldn't help but laugh at his enthusiasm, especially considering the subject. "So wot's the 


plan?" 


‘lm gonna need to hire a divorce lawyer. Our guys are top notch, but they're not experts as far as marriages 


go. 
"Mhm" 

| want to get this over with as fast as possible. There's less hanging over our relationship that way." 
"This is gonna get ugly, ‘Arry." 

Steve rubbed at his forehead. "I figured. As much as | don't want to think about it, this involves me girls." 
"Are ya ever gonna tell Bruce?" Nicko questioned softly. 

"l-I don't know Nick. Isn't it enough that l'm choosing him over her?" 

"Ya know its not" 

He figured that much as well 


"No matter ‘ow 'e takes it ‘Arry, go through with the divorce. Yer not ‘appy where ya are with Lorraine. Even 
if ya ‘ave kids with ‘er. Don't use it as a prop." 


One day he'll have to ask Nicko just how he knew what he knew about all of this. He was more than certain 
that he wasn't just making this stuff up as he went. 


"E comin’ to the show in London?" 
"If not, I'll make sure he does." 


"Let me know ‘ow it goes, ‘Arry." 


"You know | will, Nick" 
"Good luck." 


Steve sighed and hung up at the sound of the dial tone. Nicko was right, even with his plans to go through the 
divorce, he still needed to tell Bruce about the marriage and he definitely needed to mention he had kids. Steve 
cringed, it sounded so sleazy, but if he was on the outside looking in that would be the word he'd use for the 


bloke in his place. 


The buzz of his mobile snapped him out of his musings. He glanced at it to find Bruce's name on the display, a 
text message. He couldn't stop the laugh that bubbled its way up when he opened it. 


It was a photo of an ecstatic Kai, mid fist pump with the shirt he had signed for him in the opposite hand. 
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It had been a month since he'd last seen Steve; they either talked or texted on the phone but it was nothing 
compared to being face to face. And to his alarm, it took its toll on his thought process; he found himself 
zoning out and thinking about him at the most inopportune moments - when he was trying to get some sleep, 
when he was trying to shower, when he was trying to eat, when he was with clients and worst of all (at least 
to him), when he was talking to Kirk. And he didn't miss the way his friend's eyes narrowed when he would 


snap back to reality with a shake of his head and asked him to repeat whatever he had said. 


In fact, this whole thing with Steve was beginning to put a strain on his relationship with Kirk. And he was far 
from being the only one to notice it; for the first time on a Sunday there wasn't much in the way of talking 
between them two of them - not a joke, rant, playful or semi-serious argument, nothing - just Kai going on 


and on about the French Toast among other things. 


He heard a light knock on his door and looked up from the model airplane he was in the process of assembling. 


"Come on in" 
A head popped in; it was Kirk. He fought the urge to tense up at his presence. 

"Can | talk to you?" he asked 

Bruce frowned. "OF course. You know you always can, why would you start asking now?" 

Kirk stepped inside and closed the door behind himself. "Cause it doesnt seem that way anymore. And that's 
what | wanted to talk to you about, us" He picked up the paint kit on the bedside table and sat down next to 


Bruce, picking up one of the planes Bruce had finished putting together. "What's going on?" 


The edges of his mouth were still turned down as he eased one of the wings into its designated hole. "What do 


you mean?" 


Kirk sighed as he dipped the paintbrush into the cup of water on the table and coated the tip of it with red 


paint and proceeded to decorate the assembled block of wood. "Don't even, Bruce. | know you're not that blind.” 


Bruce mimicked his actions, and his hands paused with their work of assembling. "l-1 don't know." 
"We used to be so close. But now, things are awkward between us. That's never happened before. Is it me?" 
h part, yes. "Of course not" 


"Then what is it?" Kirk looked over to him in exasperation. "We used to confide in each other. We used to hang 
out with just me and you or talk for hours on end. You can't paint for shit and you always called me to 
decorate your planes for you, you weren't even gonna do that today were you? You barely even look me in the 


eye anymore. So | ask again, what's going on with us?" 
He had a feeling he wasn't getting out of this without telling Kirk the truth. He should just get it over with. 


"And you and Kai are thick as thieves now. Not in the sense that you're close friends, because we all are, but 
in the sense that you are hiding something from me. Kai had never deliberately lied to me before but a couple 
of months ago he didn't hesitate to try. Even he isn't as direct with me anymore. Am | doing something wrong? 


What's the matter with me?" 


Bruce wished that the floor would swallow the portion of the bed that he was seated on. While he and Kai 
were finding ways for him not to notice the time he spent with Steve, Kirk was on the sidelines alone and 


confused. Was it time to feel like the scum of the Earth yet? 

He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Here goes nothing. “It's not you Kirk, well not really-" 
"What did | do?" Kirk was quick to say, his eyes held a somewhat desperate tinge to them. 

‘Like | said. It's not really you. I's me.. and Steve." 

Kirk gave him a look before he opened his mouth to say something 


Bruce waved a hand to silence him. "That's exactly it. You don't approve, and the arguments our relationship 
sparks between you and me tears us apart. | thought that by hiding it, it would make things a little easier. 
Now | see that they don't, but Kirk, | can't give him up. | just can't" 


"I just try to look out for you Bruce. You know | don't truly mean to be hostile. Your past doesn't just affect 
you, do you have any idea what it was like on our end of things, Bruce? You tackle things head first, and in the 
case of relationships, heart first. There have been times after those assholes used you that Kai and | believed 


you would do yourself harm. And unless he can prove his true intentions | just cant be comfortable with it." 


He wasn't without merit on this one. There had been times where he had been so devastated by something he 
believed was going to last failing miserably that he had seriously considered just ending the pain once and for 
all. Since he was always the one being left, it must be him right? Those guys couldn't all be wrong, now could 


they? 


"I take your words to heart every time Kirk. And then when | see him." Bruce shook his head. "I know now that 
all those other times wasn't the real thing. None of those relationships feel the way this one does. | guess the 
way it all started is one of your biggest problems with us." 


Kirk nodded. 


"We got together about a month ago. | told him how | felt then. He asked me what | thought about it all. About 


us. 

Kirk appeared taken aback. 

Bruce affirmed this with a nod. "I told him | hadn't fallen this hard, this fast before." He smiled and let out a 
breathy laugh. "He didn't give me an odd look. He didn't stutter over a fake response. He didn't look scared 
shiteless. He smiled at me and said he felt the same." 

Kirk was absolutely floored. "Well then." 

"All | can tell you is to wait this out with me. Perhaps you could talk to him and see for yourself" He reached 
pass Kirk and opened the drawer of the small table and pulled something out of it. Three tickets. "And what 
better opportunity than next Sunday at the 02?" 


Kirk was unsure, it showed in his expression. "I don't know.." 


Bruce waved the tickets closer to his face, grinning when Kirk's eyes narrowed as he held his hand still and 


read one of the tickets carefully. His eyes widened. 

‘Metallica's opening for them?" Kirk squeaked. 

‘Mhmm. You can have you little interrogation and see your favorite band live all in the same right." 
Kirk gave in, as if there had been much doubt. "Fine. Ya got me." 


Bruce put the tickets back in the drawer and closed it, picking up the main body of the plane he had been 
working on and the opposite wing. "Good. It wouldn't be the same without you there.” 


"Are we okay again?" Kirk asked timidly. 
Bruce smiled at him. "Although | should be the one asking you that, yes. Yes we are." 


Kirk returned it, dipping the paintbrush in the paint again before getting back to their Sunday morning ‘work’. 
"Good." 
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The scene at this show was very much like the one at Wacken, just with less people and all of them were Iron 
Maiden fans. It was odd to see all these people dressed in the band's shirts, and some even had tattoos and 
masks of the band's mascot, Eddie; he'd seen such an intimate side to the band's founder and leader that 
seeing this level of adoration from all these fans - including one of his best friends - unnerved him a litte. 
Even if the opening act was Metallica he could still pick up on the restlessness of some of those around him 


as they enjoyed each song; they wanted Maiden 


He looked over to his left and couldn't help but laugh -- it was rare to see Kirk like this, this out of his 
element. He was grinning like a fool, waving his arms, jumping up and down, and screaming his heart out. He 


must really love this band. 


The crowd erupted into cheers as the four men onstage bowed and took their leave. The lights dimmed; that's 
when the chanting began. 


"Maiden! Maiden! Maiden!" 


Luckily the masses didn't have to wait very long, the men of Maiden coming out with a flare that was 
synonymous to them and them alone. He couldn't fight the grin and the tinge of heat that stained his cheeks 
when Steve's eyes honed in on him and the bassist sent a slight wink his way as his fingers rapidly teased the 
strings of his bass. Bruce couldn't help the shiver that ran through him at the thought of all the other things 


those digits were capable of. 
It was that train of thought that helped to pass the time by quickly. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Nicko always seemed to be the one to spot them first. "Look at wot we ‘ave ‘ere! Two fer two! Well.. ya did 


miss Bloodstock. So, two fer three! That still ain't bad!" 


Bruce couldn't decide how he felt about that look Nicko gave him. It's similar to the way his father would look 


at him to get him to spill his innermost secrets, or when he was in an unknown amount of trouble. 


"Would see all of your shows if time permitted!" Kai grinned up at him. 


Another large blonde came up behind Nicko and clapped him hard on the back. "Nick! Ya comin’ or not? Those 


drinks ain't gonna drink themselves." 
It wasn't any of the other three blondes from Maiden. Bruce could hear the inner squealing going on inside Kirk. 
"Hey, who's your friends? A little young to be hangin’ around you, eh?" 


"Oo ya callin’ old Hetfield?" Nicko scowled. "This is Kai, Bruce, and Kirk" 


Those blue orbs regarded each and every one of them, stopping on Kirk; Bruce didn't miss the way those eyes 
darkened as they scanned his friend. By the looks of that blush, it didn't escape Kirk either. 


"Is nice to meet you." James shook hands with them, holding onto Kirk's hand long enough to send a message 


but not long enough to raise brows. 
Bruce didn't ponder on it too much, he could feel a very familiar presence behind him. He turned around, and it 


took all of his self-control not to jump a sweaty Steve's bones right there. There would be plenty of time for 
that later. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Kirk giggled as a warm pair of lips nipped a very ticklish spot on his neck He turned his head and placed a 
sharp bite on the pale shoulder beneath him, his ear picking up on the low rumbling deep in the chest he was 
resting on. He could feel fingers ghosting along his ribs in response. 

"Behave!" Kirk squirmed on top of him. 

James chuckled, nuzzling his cheek before capturing his bottom lip between his teeth. "You don't mean that." 
"Mmm. | don't." 

James flipped them over so that he was on top. "Good. | was hoping for some more fun while the night's stil 
young," he said, marking each word with a peck to Kirk's lips. "And it seems like we're not the only ones 
tonight." 

"Mm. What do you mean?" 


"Your friends. | don't know about the ginger-" 


"His name is Kai" Kirk reminded him. 


"| don't know about Kaj but | saw your other friend gettin’ real comfy with Steve. Saw ‘em when | went back 


to get my jacket at the arena" 


"Oh" Kirk mentally cursed himself. He had forgotten to have that talk with Steve tonight. The band would be 


gone by morning. 


"Funny thing though. Usually guys like him will pick up a girl or two. Never imagined him batting for our team 
occasionally." James teased one of Kirk's nipples between his calloused index finger and thumb. "| mean, when 
you miss your wife | would think that you would go for a chick that resembles her, not the complete opposite 
both looks and gender-wise. At least if | was in his shoes, | guess. Can't remember the last time | was with a 
woman, though | still remember the fuckin’ hassle." James nibbled on Kirk's earlobe. "Anyway, | didn't plan on 


wasting this amazing night on talkin’ about other people." 


Kirk felt numb, and though he tried desperately to concentrate on what James was doing, one thought 
continued to race through his mind. Wife?! That asshole has a fucking wife?! 
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Fully dressed, Bruce shifted from foot to foot. He had gotten a text from Dennis as soon as his eyes cracked 
open, and he should really be going now, but he just had to know. 


"When will | see you again?" 
Steve grunted as he tugged on his trainer. "lm not sure Bruce. This leg's schedule is pretty packed." 


Bruce didn't like the sound of that, he looked down. "Oh." 


Steve got up from the bed and stopped in front of him, lifting his chin up. "Hey," he waited until Bruce's eyes 
met his own. "I'll see what | can do. There's a lot of things we need to clear up about us and | would like to do 


that sooner rather than later, but I'd like for us to have the time to actually sit down and talk about it" 
Bruce frowned. "What are we?" 


"Which is one of the things we need to clear up." Steve sighed and gave him a quick peck on the lips. "But 
unfortunately | have a flight to catch in about half an hour." 


"Yeah, and | need to head on back to change." 
They shared one last kiss before Bruce gave him a small smile and left. 


It was Steve's turn to frown. / need to head on back to change. He knew exactly what for and he didn't even 
want to entertain the idea of Bruce being..touched by other men, let alone have sex with them. That'll be 
another thing on the list for them to discuss next time they met. Number one on that list though, he 
absolutely had to tell him about Lorraine - and the girls - and if they got passed that then he would bring up 
the whole boy-for-hire thing. They had two days off near the end of the month before they embarked 
overseas, and they would be in Warsaw, it was a little over a three hour flight to get back here to London but 


itd be worth it. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Kirk's fingers traveled swiftly across the keyboard, his eyes focused intently on the screen of his laptop. He 
hadn't had the chance to see Bruce earlier this morning before he took off to meet his first client since 
stayed behind with James a little while longer. Maybe that was a good thing, he should do his research before 
he just blurted out what he had heard to Bruce. He was on a time crunch, he had about an hour before he 
was supposed to meet up with his own first ‘date’ of the day so he had to make this fast. 


He went on the Iron Maiden website, but didn't find much beyond the history of the band, so he went with the 


alternative and just went to Google. 


"That son of a bitch.." Kirk mumbled. He strolled through lots of images, most were just of Steve, but that 
gold band on his ring finger spoke volumes. But through the cluster he saw a woman that kept reappearing, 
every time she was with Steve; Kirk's eyes widened at a particular photo: it was Steve and the woman, and 


they were accompanied by two young girls that looked like the perfect combination of them both. 


The sooner their work day came to an end the quicker he could talk to Bruce. He hated to do this to him but 
he just had to know the truth. 


"Why couldn't you have been it? | was actually warming up to the idea of you, then | find this shit out. You're 
just like the other assholes." Bruce had looked so happy and hopeful when he had talked to him about Steve 
last week. He wondered if Bruce would ever bounce back from this after he told him. Kirk could feel a mixture 


of heartbreak for Bruce and rage towards Steve. "You. Son. OF. A. Bitch" 
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Bruce frowned when he entered the penthouse, blinking multiple times when he turned on the bright lights. This 
was odd, usually he'd be the last of the three to get home, with Kirk and Kai lounged around the place. 
Shrugging, he tossed his keys in the bowl on the table next to the door and headed to his room. 


Flipping the lights on, he stopped dead in his tracks when he spotted his two friends on his bed. Kirk looked 
rather angry while Kai just gazed at him in sympathy. 


"Uh..hello?" 
Kirk stood up. "Sit down. We need to talk." 


Bruce wasn't going to argue with that stern look, so he took the spot Kirk had been occupying. "So.what's this 
about?" 


"Steve." Kirk spat. 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "Kirk, | thought we were over-" 

"Let him finish." Kai instructed, the quietness of his voice putting Bruce on edge. 

| don't know what kind of bullshit he's been feeding to you, but it's all been just that - bullshit” 
"Wha-" 

"Kai, show him." 


Kai sighed, turning the laptop on his lap in Bruce's direction. Bruce pursed his lips, his eyes widening as they 


flickered over the screen 


"Who's she you ask? Oh, no one special y'know, just his wife. And l'm sure you can guess who those two little 
girls are, hmm?" 


Bruce barely heard a word Kirk had just said. This just couldn't be happening, this just couldn't be real. He 
snatched the laptop from Kai and scrolled further down the images. That wedding band was glaringly obvious, 
so why hadn't he seen it before now? 

"lve never seen him with a ring on" His voice but a whisper. 

"He was most likely taking it off every time you met" 

Kai looked at him with sad eyes. "I'm so sorry, Bruce. | was so excited for you and-" 

Bruce waved him off and Kai took the laptop back, watching as Bruce buried his face in his hands. Kirk's anger 
morphed into compassion, quickly striding over and sitting down on Bruce's right side, enveloping him in a tight 
hug. 

‘lm sorry too, Bruce.” 

"What the fuck was | expecting, mh?" Bruce asked to no one in particular, his voice thick. "I'm just a high class 
whore, and | actually thought that someone would look past that enough to actually want me as a person. It's 


happened before - well, not quite like this but you get the point! Why didn't | see something like this coming?" 


‘It wasn't your fault, Bruce. It was his. You spoke nothing but the truth and he lied through his teeth." Bruce 


could hear the ire building in Kirk's voice again 

"The way he looked at me when he said all those things, why couldn't | have seen past that?" 
"M-maybe there's another explanation for this?" Kai suggested. 

Kirk glared over at him. "What in the actual fuck, Kai?" 

‘I'm sorry, is the bassist of my favorite band and | kinda had my hopes up as well.” 

"For Christ's sake! This isn't about you and your favorite band!" 


"Stop yelling at Kai. This isn't his fault" Bruce sniffed, scrubbing at his eyes. He didn't want to give Steve the 


satisfaction of his tears, but this was steadily becoming more than he can handle. 
"You're right. And you know what we should do?" 


Two pairs of chocolate colored eyes regarded Kirk, one full of expectancy and the other cloaked heavily in 


heartbreak, but still just as curious. 


"We confront the son of a bitch" 


"Kirk." 

"No Kail We need to find wherever they're playing and we need to hunt that asshole down!" 

"Is not all that wise," mentioned Kai. 

"Well it wasn't all that wise for him to fuck with Bruce, and in turn fuck with us, so why not go?" 

Kai groaned. "Kirk" 

"Ok." 

Kai looked at Bruce in surprise. "What?" 

Bruce turned his eyes to Kirk. "I say we go. Kai, look up where they're playing this Sunday and-" 

"Nope!" Kirk shook his head. 

"No?" Bruce asked, highly confused. 

"We go now." 

"We work tomorrow genius." Kai rolled his eyes. 

"Let Dennis rely on some of the others for a change. It's not just us three working for him. He'll get over it or 
he'll fucking learn to. We go to the city they're playing in toright and we wait for them to arrive tomorrow. 
Metallica's with them for this leg of the tour so I'll just ask James where they're staying, maybe even get 


some last minute backstage passes so we don't have to wait as long." 


Kai, who was still very reluctant, quirked an eyebrow. "Why not just get to the hotel and confront them there? 


And will be in Prague tomorrow." 

Kirk glanced at the clock Il:43 pm. His face scrunched up in disgust. "Chances are we won't get a flight at this 
time so tonight is out of the question, but we'll wake up bright and early tomorrow, tell Dennis to fuck off, and 
then head to the airport." 


"Sounds like a plan” Bruce mumbled. 


"Now," Kirk clapped his hands together, now that the plans were made it was time for Operation: Try to Cheer 
the Best Friend Up. "How's about a guy's night in? Booze, pizza from across the street, and a little Die Hard?" 


"| don't think so Kirk" Bruce deadpanned. "I'm not exactly in the mood." 


"That's too damn bad. Kai, be an awesome friend and go get the pizza I'll go get the beer and the DVDs." 


Kai snorted and closed the laptop, tossing it on the bed before leaving. Kirk got up and hauled Bruce to his feet, 
getting behind him in order to push him in the direction of the living room. 


"IIl be damned if | let you sulk it out. Not this time." 


Bruce would have to be under the threat of execution before he admitted that he was glad that he wouldn't 
be left alone with his thoughts. And he still wasn't too sure about this whole ‘confront Steve’ thing, usually he 
would just drop it and work on moving on, but he also had to admit to himself that he really wanted to know 
just what the hell he had been unknowingly thrust in the middle of. 
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Wait, did | agree to this again? Bruce thought for the millionth time since the plane took off an hour ago. He 
ignored the other two for the most part, staring out into the clouds from his position by the window. 


"So, he gave you his number?" Kai asked, wiggling his brows. 


Kirk rolled his eyes. "Pssh. We agreed that if we just happened by each other that we would see if the other 


was available for a quick tumble between the sheets." 
"Could be the start of something." 


"Nuh uh." Kirk rebuked, shaking a finger at Kai. "I'm not getting involved with a rock star. Besides, it worked in 


our favor since | got us the passes so shove it." 
Kai gasped. "Such harsh words towards a friend!" 
Kirk flicked him on the forehead. "Don't be a drama queen 


"Hey!" Kai pouted and flicked Kirk back 


And thus war ensued with the two of them flicking and pinching at each other, Bruce looking over at the other 
passengers and trying to apologize as profusely through eye contact as he could for his friends. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Instead of being front and center, the trio stood further off to the side near the doors leading backstage as 
the others enjoyed the show. When Iron Maiden came out Bruce felt a mixture of longing and betrayal, he 
wasn't sure which outweighed the other. The closer the end of the show came the more nervous he got, 
sorting through many different excuses to bail out on doing this, but the grip Kirk had on his wrist told him 
that he could see right through him. 


When the crowd surged towards the exit they made their move, flashing their passes at the security guards 


- which James conveniently left at the front desk of the hotel the bands were staying that with a very 
provocative note for Kirk - they entered the bright halls of the backstage area. 


Turning the corner they spotted the familiar group of men, and everything happened so suddenly that it was 
impossible process it all. Kirk was the first to find him in the cluster, his steps picking up speed as he strode 
forth with purpose, Kai and Bruce speeding their gait to keep up with him; when Bruce realized what he was 
about to do he reached for Kirk's leather jacket, just narrowly missing him as he took off. 


James just happened to turn around, and he smiled when he saw the three friends. "Kirk, hey-" 

Kirk shoved past him and before anyone could stop him, he attacked, nailing Steve dead center in the face. "You 
son of a bitch! How could you? You fuckin’ tool! He fucking loved you! How dare you?!" Kirk yelled as he 
continued to hit whatever part of his body that he could. 


Nicko and Janick were the first to break out of their surprised stupor, rushing forward to haul the brunette 
away from their bassist. 


"Wots goin’ on ‘ere?" Nicko grunted as he tried to contain the flailing man in his arms. "Wot's all this now?" 


"Kirk. Stop. Just..stop." Bruce sighed, looking over at a stunned Hetfield "James..take him somewhere." Shaking his 
head, he stepped through the group and up to Steve. "We need to talk." 


Nursing a rather tender nose with a nervous and confused look on his face, Steve winced as he nodded, turning 
to lead Bruce away from the confused group. They walked for quite a while, passing by crew members, 


security guards, and various hangers-on before they were finally able to find a secluded storage area. 


They basked in the silence for a few moments before Bruce let out another deep sigh, his eyes finally catching 


the gold band on Steve's ring finger. "So, was | a nice break from the missus?" 

Bruce could see the color drain from Steve's face, his own eyes darting to his wedding band. “Bruce-" 

"Was this all just a bit of tour fun for you? You hear about it on the web and telly and you always shake 
your head at the poor, naive soul that gets involved, yet | find that I'm now in that position. Unknowingly, but 
l'm in it just the same." 

Nose completely forgotten, Steve stepped forward. “Bruce, you don't understand-" 

Bruce immediately took a few steps back. "What is there to understand, Steve? That | was being strung along 
this whole time? That once again | believed the bullshite that someone fed me just to shag me? You're a rock 
star you could definitely afford more than a few nights with me, so why not do it that way, hmm? Please, 


enlighten me!" 


Steve swallowed thickly and took a deep breath, he didn't know what to say, but if it was the wrong thing 


Bruce would be gone. He took the band off and fiddled around with it. Well, here goes nothing... 
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"Even when we had first began seeing each other, | knew something was missing. It was the same with any 

other woman | had ever been with to that point. But compared to the others, she was in a league of her own, 
and | admit | felt some semblance of love for her after seeing over the course of a few months. After that | 
sucked it up and went through the motions of marrying her and eventually having two kids with her, because 


that was what was expected of us, of me." 
Steve paused to look up at Bruce before tearing his gaze back down to the ring. 


"I had gotten to a point where | didn't even realize the empty feelings | had were still there. Nicko is the only 
one that picked up on this through the years, and on the sly he continued to suggest that | ‘experiment. We 
had done a show in Essex and had the next day off, so bored out of me mind | went for a walk. Needless to 
say that | ended up in some well to do pub for a few pints; | overheard a few big wigs talking about the 
service and thought I'd look it up. When | went back to the hotel | did, and when | called, | told them I'd never 
done anything like this before and you came up as the most recommended in that regard. And that night..it 
was just incredible, and after all that time seemingly wasted - and as cliche as it sounds - | finally got why | 
never felt that way for Lorraine and why it was always a bit of a struggle to." he flushed, "be with her like 
that 


The silence that followed Steve's spiel was deafening. 

"That explains why you sought me out, but that doesn't explain why you didn't tell me after fucking months or 
why you mucked about with my feelings." Bruce's voice was quiet but firm. "I thought there was something 
between us and then | find out from Kirk that | was just a little dalliance to see if you prefer shagging blokes 
or not" 


Steve winced. "You can't honestly think that | didn't feel what you were feeling?" 


‘Obviously you didn't if you kept something this big from me? And just when were you planning on telling me, 


Harris? Or was | to remain the shameful secret that everyone else makes me out to be?" 


| was going to tell you Bruce-" 


"Bollocks!" Bruce threw his hands up. 


‘lm not lying! | was going to do it the very next time | saw you! Nick had been pestering me to get it off me 
chest but | played the coward because | didn't want to lose you." 


"And yet you achieved the exact opposite." Bruce snorted and turned to walk away. 


"Bruce!" Steve reached out a grabbed his wrist, holding his tongue until he had Bruce's full attention. "| chose 


you. I've been in the process of finding a divorce lawyer." 
Bruce hesitated. 
"Give me a chance to prove myself." 


"And you make me the reason why those two girls won't see their father as much as they do even with your 
lifestyle?" Bruce shook his head in disbelief. "What you need to do is try to make it work with your wife. If not 
for you then for your daughters. 


| was going to go through with it regardless. l'm doing her and myself a disservice by staying in a marriage 


I'm starting to harbor resentment for. Especially when | feel so strongly for someone else.” 
"| still don't know if | can do this." Steve could see that his resolve was wavering. 
"What do you want me to say? What do you want me to do? What can | do to fix this?" 


Bruce squeezed his eyes shut and turned his head away at the pure desperation in Steve's voice. Anyone with 
half a brain could tell that Steve was a strong-willed man with an even stronger sense of pride, and that very 
thing was being thrown to side as Steve was on the verge of begging. His mind and heart was in a serious 
battle for dominance at this point, so he mediated between the two. 


"Give me some time. I'll think it over." Bruce pulled his wrist out of Steve's grasp and began his travel through 


the maze of halls to collect his friends and leave. 


Steve stood there helplessly watching Bruce walk away, knowing in his heart of hearts that those last words 
held empty promise. He had a strong feeling that this would be the last time he would ever see Bruce again. 
The thought alone caused his chest to constrict; he just couldn't let it end like this, but he was out of options 
- save for what he had just done, he didn't know how he could get Bruce back, to make him understand that 
all of this hadn't been one-sided. 


There was nothing he could do but go find the others and see just what type of mess he left behind. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Blayze watched behind a stack of crates as Steve followed the path that bloke had just taken, his hand gingerly 
touching his nose. If he had had any doubts as to what was going on with Steve and Bruce, what he had 


secretly observed chased them away. 


He couldn't believe that Steve would just up and leave a beautiful, intelligent, and caring woman and two 
daughters for a guy that was apparently a whore. He couldn't just let him blindside her with this, she had a 
right to know what was going on, and not some fib that Steve was surely going to come up with to try to 


make her feel better. 


He wouldn't contact her directly of course, but he needed to find a way to get the message out to Lorraine. 
But for now, he had to find a way to sneak back to the group without making it obvious he had eavesdropped 


on the argument he just witnessed. 
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Steve noticed the abrupt stop to the band's hushed tones when he entered the dressing room; all eyes were 


on him as he sat down on one of the foldable chairs, facing the rest of Iron Maiden, save for Blayze. 
Adrian was the first to speak up. "Sooo..can we ask what the hell just happened?" 


There was no point in avoiding the truth, it had to come out sometime. "Fair enough. All | ask is that you 


please keep an open mind." 


He took the cautious nods from the trio as a signal to begin. "Lorraine and | have never been on the best of 
terms, not from my end anyway. | tried out this service in London a few months back and met Bruce. We uh-" 
Steve flushed, scratching the back of his head in embarrassment - he had never discuss the things that 
happened between he and Lorraine, so there was no way he was going into that much depth on Bruce. "We did 
some things and | discovered why | didn't feel all that was necessary to feel for Lorraine. l-Im not too sure 


meself, but | think | may be.. | may be-" 

"Gay?" Davey offered. 

The shade of red on Steve's face deepened. "I'm not entirely sure, but | guess so." 

"What about Lorraine? And the girls?" Janick asked. 

"My plan was to leave Lorraine for Bruce." He expected the small gasps he got from three out of the four 
blondes. "| would've worked out a deal to have the girls for one year and she has them for one year. | plan to 
stay in the same area so they won't have to keep changing schools." 

"And ya didn't tell Bruce like | told ya to." Nicko shook his head. "An' ‘e somehow found out about Lorraine an' 
of course ‘is mates are gonna know soon after that an‘ then ya end up with a bruised nose. You'll end up like 
this ol' boy, ya keep it up." 


"You knew about all this?" questioned Adrian, the blonde trio looking at Nicko in askance. 


"Known fer years about ‘is feelin's fer Lorraine, | was the one to suggest 'e.. broaden ‘is ‘orizons, so to speak." 


Janick frowned. "Why would you do something like that?" 


"He wasn't ‘appy! Would you rather ‘e stick with Lorraine an’ be miserable fer the rest of ‘is life? Cause if 


that's the case then you ain't the mate | thought ya were!" 

"Nick" Steve held his hand up to placate his friend and staunchest supporter. "I don't know how, but | want to 
find a way to get Bruce back. If you're not comfortable with this, | can't say l'm sorry about my choice, only 
that I've lost a few good friends along the way. And if you don't want any part of Maiden-" 

"Harry, stop." 


Steve paused, looking up at Davey. 


"You haven't acted any different these last couple of months as opposed to all of these years," Davey 
shrugged. "So what the hell, it's not like you're attracted to every bloke you see..right?" 


Steve chuckled. "It's only Bruce I've ever seen in that way, Davey." 

It ll take some getting used to | guess, but | agree with him, it hasn't changed you." Adrian said. 

Janick shrugged when they turned their eyes to him. "What happens in the bedroom, stays in the bedroom | 
hope. You mentioned a service, what is that about? He one of those." He snapped his figures as he tried to 
find the right words. 

"Rent boys?" Nicko finished, wiggling his brows at Jan. 

"That's it!" Jan nodded. 


| was hoping to convince him to walk away from that. But | don't know if | even have the chance now." 


"Why not get through to him using the service?" Adrian almost shrunk at all the eyes that bore in on him. 


"Those type of shenanigans are anonymous, yeah? So he won't know it's you until you meet up." 


"Ah, that's me boy!" Adrian nearly fell off the couch when Nicko clapped him on the back. "Ya talk to ‘im an’ 
try to explain why yer such a git!" 


"You mean to tell me that you're actually supporting what he's doing?!" 


All eyes snapped over to Blayze, who had slipped in undetected. He stalked forward, taking slow, deliberate steps 
towards the bassist. 


"You say that this doesn't change who he is, but it already has! The Harry | know would calculate how a big 


decision affects all those around him before going off all willy-nilly. You're leaving your family for not only 
another bloke, but one that will shag anything that can afford to shell out a few hundred pounds for him? 
You're willing to throw away years of marriage for something that may not make it through the year once he 


finds himself another idiot to fall for his shite?!" 


The others remained quiet as Steve stood and closed the distance between the two of them, staring Blayze 
straight in the eye. 


"Yes. You don't know a damn thing about Bruce outside of what he does for a living. You don't know a damn 
thing about what's happened between us since that first night, and-" Steve sighed. "And you didn’t see the look 
in his eyes when we spoke, when he saw the ring. There's still a chance for me here, and | plan to take it. As 
for my family, the best thing | can do for them is to stop living this lie before | drag them down with me. If 


any of that isn't ideal to you then you can do one of two things: mind your own bloody business or leave." 


Blayze's face turned a deep shade of magenta, the singer pivoting on the balls of his feet before making a 
purposeful exit, the door slamming shut behind him. 


Nicko was the first to speak after another deafening silence. "This isn't the end of it, ya know that right?" 
"It wouldn't go amiss to start searching for a new singer either." 
"You think itll come to that Harry?" 


"It just might, Jan. It just might." 
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Steve had been staring at the ceiling of his hotel room for the last hour and a half. It had been two weeks 
since he'd last seen or heard from Bruce. He had tried calling him and texting him, but all he got was his 
voicemail or no response at all. It was really grating on him, though it had yet to affect his performance on 
stage, he could tell that he was starting to act completely out of character, if the odd looks from the others 
he would catch was anything to go by. 


Something was going to have to give, he didn't recall ever missing his wife this much.. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NNN 


One week later. 


Bruce sighed, letting his head thump on the back wall of the elevator; this was his last client of the night and 
he would be done for the weekend He didn't know what Kirk had said to Dennis, but if it got him not only an 
early ending night, but an extra day off as well he wasn't going to ask. The calendar he glanced at when he left 
the flat told him that it was October 25th, almost three weeks since he'd last seen Steve. He had been going 
through the motions ever since he walked away; he wasn't sleeping as much as he used to and he was eating 
even less and now he was running rather late for this date. He guessed that that was why Kirk had drawn the 


line and called up their boss. 


He was walking down the hall before he knew it, not even realizing that the elevator's doors had opened and he 


had exited the confined space. 
221.223.225..ah, 227 


He lifted a hand to knock on the door when he saw a small piece of paper stuck in the crack He eased it out 


and unfolded it. 
Its open Make yourself comfortable. 


Shrugging, he opened the door, looking around the dark room in confusion. It appeared that no one was there. He 
closed the door behind him and tossed the scrap of paper on the table by the bed; just as he went to sit down 


he heard a knock on the door. Was it the client? What kind of brain dead.. oh, it was room service. 
The kid was shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot. "Um, someone called up -" 
Bruce spared him and waved him in. "Just leave the whole thing, | have as much of a clue as you." 


The kid didn't say anything else, quickly pushing the cart in and darting out of the room. Bruce shook his head 
and shut it behind him before inspecting what was on the tray. 


It was obviously this bloke's dinner, but the sight of two glasses indicated that this was a meal for two - 
several covered dishes littered the tray's surface along with the glasses, and a bottle of wine was chilling in 
the bucket of ice provided. And to top it all off there was even a few candles flickering, he wasn't much for 
the feminine-ish set up but he had to admit it was kind of nice. And the rumbling of his stomach informed 
him that it thought that this was nice too. 


He pushed the cart over to the small table for two before heading over to the floor to ceiling window. No 


matter how long he's lived here, the view of London at night still amazed him when the sky was actually clear. 


He barely registered the soft click of a door opening; turning, he stopped cold when he realized who it was that 


had come out of the bathroom door he hadn't noticed upon entering. 


If the night sky had been amazing, what stood before him was breath-taking. He could feel the nervous energy 
radiating off of him as he stood there, in a plain white shirt that hugged his torso and dark blue trousers that 
clung to his legs, his hair falling over his shoulders in a damp curtain - all framed by the soft moonlight that 
spilled through the large windows. 


He couldn't deny the feelings that flooded through him at finally seeing him again after things had taken such a 


drastic turn between them. Whether it was relief or excitement, he couldn't quite determine. 


"Steve." 
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Bruce didn't know whether to be happy or angry. "What..2" He shook his head, he shouldn't be here; he should 
leave and take whatever punishment Dennis was going to dish out. Maybe if he explained what happened then 
he wouldn't get into too much trouble. "It doesn't matter, I'm not staying.” 


Steve scrambled over and reached out and latched onto Bruce's wrist before he opened the door. "Bruce, 


please..." 
"You used my job to trick me into seeing you again? | fucking told you | needed time!" 


"You and | both know that you wouldn't have reached back out to me, the amount of missed calls and texts is 


enough proof of that." 
Bruce's hand tightened on the door knob. "Steve, l-1 can't stay." 


"Yes you can. Look, just have supper with me and if you still feel the same I'll let you go. We owe it to 


ourselves and each other to settle this thing once and for all." 


Bruce snorted. "You owed it to me to tell me that you had a family, but you didn’t. So why should | do this for 


you ?" 


Steve sighed. "You know what | meant Bruce. | may be good with lyrics but I've never claimed to be all that 
good at talking” He hesitantly reached up and cupped Bruce's cheek, nearly sagging with relief when he didn't 


pull away. "Please." 


"0-okay." The small smile that graced Steve's face did funny things to Bruce's stomach. "Besides, | haven't 
eaten all day." The soft chuckle that brought on made his heart skip a beat. 


Steve's hand dropped from his wrist and molded with his as he laced their fingers together; they both 
shivered at the spark that was ever-present between the two of them. It was more welcoming than 


frightening now. 


"Come on" Steve tugged on his hand, leading him back over to the table, waiting for him to take his seat 
before claiming the one across from him. He opened the wine, filling the first glass up about halfway before 
handing it over to Bruce and he did the same with the remaining glass. He took the lids off the dishes to 
reveal two steak dinners; Bruce blushed when his hunger made itself known, a loud growl echoing between them 


- inducing a light chuckle from Steve. 

They ate in a surprisingly comfortable silence, and though Steve seemed to be very calm and collected, Bruce 
was a nervous wreck. He knew he shouldn't be, after all he wasn't the one who had to prove himself, that was 
Steve's job. So why did he have to fight the urge to wriggle in his seat? 

Once they were finished eating Steve set everything back on the cart, save for the wine, and motioned for 
Bruce to follow him over to the window. They sat Indian style on the plush carpet, both taking small sips from 
their glasses as they gazed out over the London landscape. Bruce couldn't help sneaking glances over at Steve, 
his hair had dried considerably and now held a slight frizz to it, framing the pensive features of the bassist's 
face. 

Steve broke the silence first. "I'm beyond surprised that you stayed." 

"You're not the only one." 


They shared a small laugh. 


"If | could turn back time | would've told you as soon as we agreed on how we felt. | should've done it when 


Nick first got on my case about it" 
"Why didn't you?" 


| was scared that everything would end right then and there. | was mortified at all these new feelings that | 
didn't understand. How long have you been." 


Bruce snorted. "Since | was a teen. Went to an all-boys school, never was interested in all the girl mags 


everyone had stashed under their mattresses, though | was intrigued by a few of the lads down the hall’ 
"Pretty much all your life, yeah?" 

Bruce nodded 

"Put yourself in my shoes. You've gone your whole life taking out birds, wondering why none of it felt right, 
only to discover later in your life that you've been living a lie. Not to mention that you found this out after 


you've married and had kids. Oh, and let's not forget that you're a bassist in a heavy metal band" 


"Rob Halford?" 


"That's different. He's in Judas Priest" 

"And you're the bloke behind Iron Maiden. I've seen the way people react when they wait for you to take the 
stage, how they react when you play. They're dedicated fans. Sure, some won't like it. Though I'm damn 
confident that most will be shocked at first but then end up not caring." 

Steve took a sip of his wine. "Well, | guess I'll find out, won't |?" 

Bruce snapped his eyes over to auburn haired man. "What?" 

"That is, if you'll have me." 

| don't know Steve." 


Steve gave him an exasperated look. 


"Don't look at me like that! You're a rock star! How will | know if what happened between you and your wife 


won't happen between us?" 
"What do you mean?" 


"How will | know that you won't find someone else on tour like you found me? Why would | put myself out 
there for nothing?" 


Steve rolled his eyes. Actually rolled his fucking eyes. “Because | love you, you git” 


Bruce froze. He was sure he looked like a fish with the way his mouth opened and closed repeatedly. "W-what?" 
he finally managed. 


"| realized | felt a great deal of affection for Lorraine, but when | really think about it | wouldn't have been too 
bothered if she had left me. When | thought | had lost you.." Steve shook his head. "I've never felt desperation 
to the extent | did that night as my mind raced to think of any and everything | could do to get you to change 
your mind. My chest hurt so badly when you turned and walked away that | thought | was having a bleedin’ 
heart attack. That has to count for something, right?" 


Bruce was speechless. 
Steve looked at him, wishing he would say something - anything really. He had put his very heart out there, 
something he's never done before (and never would again if he had anything to say about it), and the silence 


was very unnerving. He shifted nervously. "Bruce?" 


With no words forthcoming Bruce did the only thing he could think of, he closed the distance between the two 
of them and did what he had been itching to do since Steve first came out of the bathroom - he kissed him. 
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Steve froze in shock at first, but quickly recovered and wrapped an arm around Bruce, pulling him onto his lap. 
When they broke apart for air Steve nipped and kissed at Bruce's neck, Bruce sighing and tilting his head back 


to give him better access. Bruce shuddered when Steve's lips grazed along the sensitive skin just below his ear. 


With a strength that never ceased to amaze Bruce, Steve pushed them up off the ground and walked them 
over to the bed, easing Bruce down onto his back. He wrestled the tight-fitting long sleeve Bruce was wearing 
off of him, Bruce snickering as he struggled to tug it off of him. It petered off into a moan once Steve 
succeeded, his calloused fingers combing through the hair on his chest to brush past his nipples. 


He pushed the hands away, sitting up to help Steve out of the thin material of his own shirt, the task 
completed, he leaned forward and nuzzled the growing bulge in Steve's trousers, a sharp tug to his hair was 
his reward. Nimble fingers worked to flick the button open and let down the fly, Steve sighing once his member 


was free from its confines. 


Bruce teased the head with the tip of his tongue, looking up to see Steve watching him as he took him into his 
mouth. Bruce moaned around him, causing Steve's hips to jerk forward, if it were anyone one else, this would 
be more of a chore than anything, he never enjoyed doing this for anyone else but Steve. He swirled his tongue 
around the tip once more - Steve must have eaten something off today, there was a salty undertone in his 


essence, but for the most part he tasted sweet. 


He felt Steve pull back reluctantly, letting his trousers and briefs fall to the ground. Bruce shucked off his 
trainers, allowing Steve to divest him of his own trousers, Steve's thick brows raising when he saw he wasn't 


wearing any underwear. 
His only response was "It's been a long day." 
Steve chuckled and ushered Bruce over to the center of the bed, fishing through his overnight bag to retrieve 


the small tube in one of the outer pockets. Climbing onto the bed with Bruce, he hovered over him and leaned 


down for a kiss. 


Bruce pulled back to look him in the eye. "No need to be slow, Kirk wrestled a few days of free time for me." 


Steve nodded and opened the tube, slicking his fingers before using his other hand to push Bruce's knees up to 
his chest. He reached down and traced the ring with his index finger before easing it inside. Meeting little 
resistance, he was easily able to add in a second and eventually a third. A groan spilled from Bruce's lips and 


he tightened instinctively around him when he crooked his fingers. 


Bruce clutched at the backs of his knees as Steve continued to flick the digits back and forth over the small 
protrudence in his passage. His breath was coming out in harsh pants, his head swaying to and fro as he tried 


to fight the need to come undone. "S-Steve.” 

Steve looked up at him, a small smirk on his face as his fingers continued their onslaught. "Mm?" 

"| can't- You're gonna make me come if you keep that up" Bruce squeeze out between clenched teeth. 

"Isn't that the point?" Steve chuckled. "Go ahead" Steve took Bruce in his free and gave him a few lazy strokes. 


Bruce's mouth opened in a silent scream as those fingers flicked across his prostate in a blur of hurried 
movements, his member throbbing twice before coating Steve's hand with his warmth. Steve pulled his fingers 
away and brought the other hand to his mouth, cleaning his hand with slow, deliberate swipes of his tongue as 
Bruce fought to recover through his post-orgasmic haze. 


He picked up the small tube again and used another dab to coat his erection. Once he had Bruce's undivided 
attention he climbed between Bruce's legs, positioning himself at Bruce's entrance. Steve leaned over to snag 
Bruce's lips in a kiss as he pushed inside of him. They both groaned when Steve buried himself to the hilt, both 
missing not only the pleasure, but the closeness this brought to them. 


"Steve.move, please." 


Steve nodded and pulled back, Bruce wrapping his legs around his waist as he pushed back in. Circling his arms 
over Steve's shoulders, Bruce raised his hips to meet Steve halfway as his cock stirred back to life. Bruce's 


head fell back on the pillow when Steve shifted the direction of his thrusts to hit his prostate dead on. 


Bruce dropped a hand down to clutch at the pillow as Steve used the sounds he made to brush past the 
swollen button on every push. Steve reached up to ease Bruce's fingers from the pillow to lace with his own, 
Bruce's hand clutching at his in a death grip as he picked up the pace. His fully renewed erection was trapped 
between their abdomens and he could already feel his balls tightening. 


Steve shoved his other hand between their bodies to grasp Bruce's cock, and that was all it took for his eyes 
to roll to the back of his head as Steve's name tumbled from his lips in a hoarse shout. Steve followed right 


behind him, a rough groan leaving his lips as he emptied himself in Bruce's clenching walls. 


They held onto each other as they rode through the last of the spasms from their high. Steve gently eased 
out of Bruce and landed in a panting heap beside him. Bruce turned over on his side and rested his head on the 
bassist's chest, Steve throwing an arm around him in response. 

"Bruce?" 

"Hm?" 


"Are we..are we okay?" Steve asked hesitantly. 


"What do you think?" Bruce lifted his head up to look at him, taking in the serious expression on his face. "Yeah. 
We're okay." 


Steve nodded and pulled Bruce even closer to him as they shimmied under the sheets, neither man minding the 


cooling stickiness on their stomachs as they settled down for the night. 


Thirty 
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Bruce's eyes squinted as he looked up to the cloudy London sky, his face scrunching as his hair fluttered in 
the breeze. He glanced to his left to see that Steve was in the same predicament, his curls dancing heartily in 
the wind. By the bassist's suggestion after their shower that morning - if he was honest there hadn't been 
much that got done as far as showering was concerned - they were heading to a small cafe around the 


corner. 
Earlier that morning he had awaken to several texts and missed calls from Kai and Kirk, and he nearly face 
palmed himself for making them worry; he had been out of sorts these past few weeks and for him not to 
come home last night must have sent them into a flurry. 

The small bell tingled as Steve opened the door, motioning for Bruce to go in first before following close behind 
him. They grabbed a booth in the back corner near one of the windows, both watching as the city slowly came 
to life. 


Bruce sighed after the waitress came over to take their drink orders, leaving to give them a few more 


moments to order breakfast. "So, you're leaving tonight." It was more of a statement than a question 


Steve gave him a rueful smile. "Actually right after this, I'm afraid. We're heading into India, we have a press 


conference at noon tomorrow." 

Bruce returned it. "I'm gonna miss you." 

"Same here." He risked reaching over and giving Bruce's hand a comforting squeeze, Bruce giving him a weak, 
but genuine smile in response. It was going to be a whole two and a half months of extensive touring before he 


got any significant break. 


He pulled back in time for the waitress came back to take their food orders, sitting a steaming cup of tea in 


front of Bruce and a cup of coffee in front of Steve. 
"| suppose Kirk and Kai will suffice while you're gone. How's things going as far as the divorce?" 


Steve scanned the room quickly before replying, the only other patrons was an elderly couple clear across the 


room. "| have my lawyer, we're just trying to figure out the best way to go about this. It's not easy juggling 


an impending separation and touring." 


Bruce was hesitant to say anything, but the urge to know was too strong. "W-what happens after all of this 


clears up?" 


Steve knew what he was asking, and thought hard about it as their breakfast was delivered to them. "It all 
depends,” he stated simply, stuffing some eggs into his mouth. 


After swallowing down a piece of sausage, Bruce spoke. "On what?" 


‘| want you to think this through thoroughly. London is a great place, but | can't live here. We're not big time 
celebrities but that doesn't mean we don't get noticed and this place isn't that safe in that regard. That and." 
he trailed off. 


Bruce paused. "And?" he prompted. 


"Have you ever considered retiring from the escort service?" 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce knew he should stop biting his lip, he could already feel the effects it was having, but it was what he did 
when he was deep in thought. Steve's question was on constant repeat in his mind ever since the words had 
left his mouth. Was he ready to give it up? He had to admit that he wasn't as into it as he used to be, before 
meeting Steve. If the bassist was willing to go out on a limb and leave his bleedin’ wife and a life he's known for 
years, shouldn't he be able to do the same with his life as a rent boy? Could he leave Kai and Kirk behind in 


this life while he chased a relationship as fragile as this? 


As much as he was dreading it, he knew he would have to sit them both down for a chat about this. Kirk's 
reaction was going to be far from pleasant, this he knew, but he had to keep a level head. He pushed himself 


up off of his bed and went to seek out his friends. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Blayze sifted through the images on his camera as the long flight drew on. If he was going to do this, then he 
needed proof, and today he had certainly got it. 


Amongst them was a photo of Steve's hand on Bruce's at the cafe, them walking close together to and from 
the hotel room they were stationed at, and the worst of them all - which made Blayze scowl darkly - Steve 
cupping Bruce's cheek in a tender moment in what they thought was an empty hallway before Bruce left the 
hotel. 


All he needed to do now was to beat Steve to their hotel in India and get these pictures uploaded, then he 


would take things from there. He had seen the odd looks the others had been giving him, he figured it wouldn't 
be long before he was shown the door after that little outburst. Well, he'd go out with one hell of a bang if 


that was the case. 


Thirty-One 
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Kirk was clutching his mug hard enough for his knuckles to creak; Bruce winced at the blank look he gave the 


wall a few feet away. Even Kai was looking a little apprehensive. 

Kirk shook his head, "What in the world are we going to do with you, Bruce?" 

Bruce shrugged, "Give me one last bout of support?" 

"Why?" 

Bruce glanced over at Kai in surprise. "What?" 

"Why? He has a family. Wife. Kids. Why?" 

Bruce sighed. "He said regardless of whether or not | took him back he was going to file for divorce." 
Kai gave a single nod, his eyes glued to the floor in thought. 

Although he was very hesitant to ask, Kirk had barely said anything the whole time. "Kirk?" 
Kirk sat his mug down on the coffee table. "Don't ask" 

"Kirk" 


"What's to stop this from happening again?!" Kirk shot up from the couch and began to pace the floor. "He's 
willingly stepped out on his wife, what makes you think he won't do the same to you?" 


"Kirk-" 
"Nol" Kirk turned to face him, taking deliberate steps in his direction. "You want my opinion and you're going to 


get it! He had two kids with this chick, and he's stil leaving her! Last time | checked you can't have babies and 


even if you were able that's apparently not enough to keep him. What makes you so damn special that he 


wouldn't do the same to you? Hmm?" 
Bruce turned his face away, unable to give him a solid answer. 


"Mhm. That's what | thought." Kirk spun on his heels and stormed over to his room, the two remaining men 


wincing as the door slammed mightily. 

Kai sighed and used the coffee table to haul himself up from his perch on the carpet. 

Bruce eyed him in exasperation. "Not you too, Kai.” 

| do not know what to make of any of this. | do not know if is such a good idea" 

"He asked had | ever thought of quitting." 

Kai froze. "What?" 

"He wanted to know if | ever thought of leaving the business." 

"And?" 

"The whole reason | started was to make enough to go into flight school” 

"Is good. You love planes.” 

"Kai. Don't think this will change anything. And | hadn't made any decisions yet-" 

Kai waved him off. "Maybe should tell Kirk when he calms down" 

Bruce suddenly found himself alone with his thoughts. Who was he kidding? It was going to change everything 
between them. They didn't get much time off: Sundays and before/after work hours the only real time they 


got to spend just being friends. He would rarely see them if he left. 


His heart and mind heavy with indecision, he retreated back to his own room in hopes that a solution would 


come to him quickly. 
One week later... 


Lorraine looked up from her steaming cup of tea and smiled at her eldest daughter who had just come 


breezing into the dining room. 


Lauren waved several envelopes in the air. "Mail delivery." 
"Thanks, love. My feet are swelling quicker than | thought they would." 
"You tell Dad, yet?" 


I'd rather do it face to face. He told me he's going to be in India, l'm thinking that maybe we could surprise 


him. 
Lauren beamed. "Awesome." 


Lorraine smiled at her retreating figure before turning her attention to the mail. She frowned when she saw a 
medium sized manila envelope amongst the rest - and even more puzzling, it was addressed to her. She 


carefully opened it, easing out a piece of printer paper with a single, bold sentence in the center. 
Someone has to care since he no longer does. 


There was no indication on who this was from. The bottom of the envelope was a little thick, so she reached in 
and pulled out what felt like photographs. She felt even more confused as she flipped through them; it seemed 
as though Steve had met a new friend somewhere - it wasn't uncommon for that to happen - and was just 
meeting up for breakfast. But the further she got, the colder she felt herself becoming; touching was fine, but 
this was a bit much for just two friends, and yet she told herself that she was just jumping to conclusions 
without knowing the whole story. 


It was amazing just how fast temperature can change isn't it? She went from ice cold with realization to red 
hot with rage as she glared at the last photo with unrestrained hate. 


There was just no mistaking this. 
She wanted to wait to make the trip until there was a break in her children's studies, but this couldn't wait. 
She eased up out of her chair, slipping the photos and paper back into the envelope with a deceptive calmness 


about her. 


She was going to get the answers straight from the source, and so God help him if he dared to lie to her 


face. 


Thirty-Two 
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Bruce sighed and leaned against his hand, using the other to help tip back the amber liquid in his shot glass. He 
didn't know how long he'd been there, but he had felt too suffocated to stay in the flat any longer, the silence 
there would be the death of him. 

After another long suffering sigh he turned and scanned the pub in its dimly lit entirety - it wasn't too 
crowded, but it wasn't exactly empty either. He turned back to his empty glass, mulling over the last 12 hours 
of his life. He didn't want to leave his friends, but he desperately wanted a life with Steve. 


He was so deep in his thoughts he didn't hear someone approach until they were upon him, a gentle hand 


encompassing his shoulder. He nearly jumped off the stool he was on, his eyes snapping to a very familiar face. 
"Bloody hell, you scared me half to death Andre." 


Andre let out a bout of rich laughter, raising a bronze hand to capture the attention of the guy working the 
bar - pointing to Bruce's shot glass before holding up two fingers. 


"So," Andre hopped up on the barstool to Bruce's right with a grace that he secretly envied. "What brings you 


here, Bruce?" 

"I just have a lot on my mind right now." 

Andre raised a brow. "Care to share?" 

"You'll be the first to know when | figure it out." 


Andre chose to ignore the hidden sarcasm laced in Bruce's voice in favor of tossing back the shot that was 


placed in front of him, Bruce following suit not a minute after. 
"You know, | could ask you the same thing - what are you doing here?" 


"Ah, l'm here with Avantasia. Show tomorrow night." 


"Hmm. | heard about that in passing, good luck" 
"You have my thanks. You will not be attending?" 


"Afraid not." 


"| am surprised. You do not know who our guests of the night are?" Andre waved the bartender back over and 


order something that he couldn't down in just one gulp. 

Bruce was only mildly interested, but he chose to humor him. "Who's that then?" 

"Why, Helloween of course." 

Andre grinned when Bruce's eyes widened to the size of saucers. 

"Damn! Their first performance here in years and l'm gonna miss it!" Bruce face palmed himself. 


"Well, | don't have much in the way of authority for the show, so | can't get you in. But | know for certain 
that they'll be here with us for a bit of celebration tomorrow night. | could..you know, introduce you to them." 


Bruce stared at him with a hefty mixture of incredulity and excitement. *I-I.You.Why?" 

Andre's grin faltered just a tad. "I heard that you were a fan, remember? | thought it would be nice- 

"No," Bruce shook his head. “Why are you doing this for me?" 

Andre shrugged, looking very sheepish. "l-1 don't really know myself, but if you do not want to~" 

"Name the time and Ill be here" Bruce said in a rush. 

"Im not sure exactly when-" Andre waved the bartender back over and asked him for a piece of paper and a 


pen. He thanked the man graciously and handed both out to Bruce. "If you would, | could contact you and let 


you know of our arrival." 


Bruce didn't hesitate to scribble his number down, ripping it off the pad and handing it back to the bartender - 


Andre leaving him a few bills for the drinks and a generous tip for his extra time. 
| must be on my way now. Early sound check tomorrow. It was a pleasure seeing you again, Bruce." 


"Thank you. You don't know how much this means to me. | didn't think you'd recognize me after just one 


meeting." 


"I have an idea as to what you are feeling. | found myself at a loss for words when | first met them. 


Inspiration, heroes and all. And remember what | told you, you are a great source of fascination - it is rather 


difficult to forget a face such as yours. Goodnight, Bruce." 


The steady warmth of his face was a big indication that was blushing, and the soft laugh this brought from 


Andre made him flush even more. "Goodnight, Andre." 


Bruce immediately turned back to the bar and motioned for another shot, willing the butterflies in his stomach 


to settle down. 


Thirty-Three 
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Bruce winced as he wiped his hands on the sides of his jeans for what seemed like the millionth time; he can't 
remember a time where he had been this nervous, at least not to the point where his palms were sweaty. He 
easily maneuvered his way through the crowd, chocolate eyes on a constant sweep of the place around him. He 
was sure that he looked the part of a tourist not knowing where to go and appearing rather apprehensive of 


the fact - he'd received the text from Andre about thirty minutes ago, but he had yet to see him or any of 


the guys from Helloween, 

After about another half an hour of searching he sighed and gave up, turning to bully his way (well, as much 
as he could anyway) back to the entrance doors. He stopped when he felt a smooth hand on the juncture of 
his elbow. 


"Leaving so soon, Bruce?" 


Bruce shook his head and turned to face Andre; shrugging, he responded, “Almost. | couldn't find you for the 


life of me." 
Andre smiled and motioned for him to follow him. "Come, they are expecting you." 


"They are?" Bruce internally cringed at the spike in the octave of his voice, keeping at a close distance to 


Andre so he wouldn't lose him in the crowd. 
He could see the shaking in Andre's shoulders as he chuckled. Cripe, he had heard it to. 


Bruce felt his heart beat faster when the combined tables that housed the two bands came into view. He 
could spot the long, thin figure of Weikath, the bulk of Grosskopf, the roundness of Deris, the average build of 
Loeble (and slight resemblance to Steve), and the massive frame of Gerstner; he thought his heart was going 
to stop. Oh God he was going to die. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Steve laughed heartily as he pushed back his sweat-soaked hair, his eyes casting back to the stage. He always 


felt strangely giddy after a gig, the lingering adrenaline of another satisfied crowd boosting his spirits in the 
ultimate of highs. It was probably why he didn't catch the look on Nicko's face as he stared down the hall, not 
until one of those large hands captured his shoulder in a nearly crushing grip. 

Steve looked up at him in confusion. "Nick, what-" 

Nicko just nodded ahead of them. Steve followed his gaze and stopped on the spot. 

"Daddy!" 

Steve numbly caught his smallest in his arms. He shook out of his stupor when the wide, innocent eyes locked 
in on his and he couldn't help the smile that graced his own face as he wound his arms tightly around his 
daughter. 

"Daddy!" she squealed again. 

"Sweetheart! What are you doing here?" Steve asked incredulously as Lauren approached his side. 

"We wanted to surprise you," Lauren answered as she circled her arms around his middle. "It was Mum's idea." 
Steve threw his free arm around her, giving her a puzzled smile. "Well, you sure did” 

He placed Kerry down and let Lauren go as his wife - soon to be ex-wife - approached, 

"Steve." she said gently. 


Steve let out nervous chuckle. "Lorraine." 


She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and leaned in. "We should talk. | haven't seen you in ages, let alone 


spoke to you." 
The tone in her voice broke no argument and he nodded, he looked over at the girls. 
"You know they will look after them like they were their own Come on." 


His eyes met Nicko's and the drummer nodded, his flat face turning bright as he walked over to Steve's 
daughters. 


"Well! Lookee wot we ‘ave ‘ere..” 


He could hear still hear him when he and Lorraine rounded the corner. 


NUNN NNNN NNN wnewn NNN 


Bruce was pretty sure he would have gone back in time at least a minute or two if time machines were a real 
thing. He let out an embarrassing croak when he was finally at the tables face to face with the members of 


his favorite band. 


Andre swept a hand in front of him. "This is the one | was talking to you about. Everyone, Bruce Dickinson, and 


Bruce l'm sure you know who everyone is." 
Bruce consciously remembered to wave his hand, but it probably looked like he was wiping someone's windows. 
The happy blonde was the first to speak. "How are you, Bruce? Take a seat" 


Did Andi Deris just call him by name? He could die a happy man now. His hands fumbled as he moved to pull a 
chair out, Andre coming to the rescue when he pulled it out for him, taking the spot next to him. 


"l-Im fine, Mr. Deris-" 

The blonde waved a hand. "Is just Andi." 

"Right. lim fine Andi, just-" 

"Nervous?" Weikath finished, his blue eyes laced with humor. 
Bruce nodded, 


"Is no need to be nervous." Andi flashed him a brilliant smile. "Now," he leaned forward, "tell us a bit about 


yourself" 

Bruce glanced over at Andre, who gave him a grin and nodded for him to go ahead. Pinching himself on the 
thigh to make sure he wasn't dreaming, he fought down a grimace and cheered in his mind when he felt the 
sharp tinge. 

Steve shifted from foot to foot near the door as Lorraine paced in the middle of the dressing room. 


"Lorraine-" 


She threw her hand up to silence him. Digging in her purse, she tossed the manila envelope at Steve, a loud 


smack sounding in the room as it hit the floor in front of him. 


More confused than ever, he reached down and picked it up. 


"Care to explain those?" 

He nearly froze in place at the deep chill in her voice, but where her tone didn't succeed, what he found in the 
envelope did. It was pictures of him and Bruce having breakfast and the last one was of the two of them in 
the hallway both had thought was deserted. 

"Wh-where did you get these?" 


It doesn't matter. What matters is what the fuck is going on here?" 


Well it wasn't the most ideal opening, but his back was against the wall here and there was no way he could 


bluff his way out of speaking the truth. 

The resigned look on his face spoke volumes enough apparently. "How long was this going on?" she asked, 
Steve sighed. "The first leg of the tour." 

Lorraine looked aghast. "This has been going on for over half the year now?!" 

‘Lorraine-" 


"And you had the gall to touch me, t-to kiss me, to have sex with me after you slept with that, that clapped 


out whorel" 

Steve felt a tendril of anger ghost through him. "He's not whore," he spoke with a deceptively calm voice, "this 
has been a long time coming since | first met him. He's made me realize a lot of things about myself, and at 
the top of that list is how | truly feel about you and this marriage." 

Lorraine laughed bitterly and ironically. "Oh, so you want a divorce now?" 

"Yog" 

"No." 

Steve looked taken aback. "No?" 

"Yes, nol | haven't given birth to a bastard before and I'm not giving birth to a bastard child now, Harris!" 


The color drained from Steve's face. "Wh-what?" 


She snorted and crossed her arms over her chest. "That right, Steve. I'm pregnant" 


Thirty-Four 
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The feeling that runs through him is similar to that of someone sitting at the bottom of a pool on a childish 
dare from a friend; he feels as if he can't breathe, his eyes seeing everything and nothing at all, and it feels 
like his ears have been stuffed with cotton He staggered back as if he'd been struck, his body sliding down to 
the floor once his back hit the white-painted concrete behind him. 


No. No. No. No, no, no, no, no, no, no. This just cant be happening. Not when had had everything figured out with 
Bruce- 


Oh god, Bruce.. 
What little color that was left on his face bottomed out at the thought of Bruce's reaction to all of this. 


Lorraine shook her head as she looked down at him, tossing a slip of paper in his direction before taking her 


leave - her heels clicking with purpose as she strode out of the room after dropping her bombshell. 


Mere moments later the door crashed open again, revealing a confused Nicko. The concern quickly melted away 


to concern as he rushed over to his immobile friend. 
"Arry, wot ‘appened?" 

"|-| can't.l-" 

"Jesus. Wot is it? Wot did she say? Wot did she do?" 
"l-I can't leave her like this, Nick" 

"Like wot?" 

"Pregnant." 


Nicko fell flat on his arse at that. "Pregnant? She- Did you tell ‘er about Bruce?" 


Steve nodded, roughly dragging a calloused hand through his frizzled curls. 


Nicko shook his head, eyes darting around as his brain worked tirelessly to fully process all of this. 
"Then..maybe she's just sayin’ that to get ya to stay wif ‘er-" 


"Nick" 
| wouldn't put it past ‘er-" 
"Nick" 
"Wot?" 


Steve pointed over to the slip of paper a few feet away. The room suddenly felt colder as they both looked 
upon the black and white images of the ultrasound. 


"Wot ‘appen's now, ‘Arry? Wot about Bruce?" 


"| don't know, Nick." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce is many things: curious to a fault and naive happened to be two things, but stupid wasn't one of them. 
He had taken full note of looks out the corner of Andre's eyes, the full on stare he was able to mask behind 
paying attention to his words just like the others, and the small touches here and there were borderline 


caresses to this person. 


The thing was though, Bruce didn't know whether or not to call him out on it or pretend like they didn't happen 
He also wasn't sure if the indecision was out of respect for Steve or that he was afraid that the attention 
would become addicting. 


The butterflies were in full effect when Andre dropped him off to his flat, the small smile and warm look he'd 


received made the little buggers go mad inside of his stomach. 


Tonight had been nothing short of wonderful. This was something he could scratch off of his bucket list. He 
had met Helloween tonight, and they had been friendlier than he could have ever imagined. The others that 
were from Avantasia made for great company as well and at the end of the night both Andi and Tobias had 
divested him of his phone to call theirs so they would have his number. He was sure that Kai and Kirk would 
love them were they to meet someday. 


The flat was dark and quiet when he arrived, but he knew his way well enough to maneuver through the all- 


consuming blackness to get to his room. He ran through a quick shower and slipped on a pair of silk boxers 


before falling onto his bed. Shuffling around, he managed to somehow wiggle under his sheets and prepared to 
let the silence lull him to sleep. 


If only it was that easy. He flopped around a bit to find a comfortable spot or maybe tire himself out, but he 
felt restless. After about fifteen minutes he sat up and moved to get out of bed and catch whatever was on 
the telly at this time of night, the vibration of his phone in the thick of the quiet halted him though. It only 


shook twice, indicating a text message. 


It took him a moment, but he was finally located it by the foot of his bed (what was it doing all the way down 
there anyway?) and he squinted when the bright flare caught his eyes as the screen flicked on. 


Did you have a wonderful time? :) 
It was from Andre. 


Grin threatening to split his face in half, Bruce settled back down and thought of a good response. 


